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your  worth  to  this  Dedication: 
I  am  not  ignorant  how  farre  unworthy  my 
beft  endeavours  are  of  your  leafl  allowacne ; 
yet  let  your  Lordjhip  be  pleafed  to  know 
youjm  thisjfhare  but  sthe  inconveniences 
of  the  moftjrenowned  Princes  as  you  par¬ 
take  of  their  glories  :  And  I  doubt  not, 
but  it  will  more  divulge  your  noble  Difyofi- 
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turn  to  the  World,  when  it  is  knowne 
you  can  freely  pardon  an  Officious  trefpajfe- 
againfl:  your  Goodnes.  C szfar  had  never  bin 
commended  for  his  Clemency ,  had  there 
not  occafion  beene offered wherein  hee 
might  fhewjiow  willingly  hee  could  for¬ 
give:  I  fhall  thanke  my  Fortune  if  this 
wcake  prefentation  of  mine  fhall  any  way 
encreafe  the  Glory  of  your  Name  among 
Good  Men ,  which  is  the  chiefeft  ayme 
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To  hisdeferving  friend  Mr.  Richard  Brome 
on  his  Sparagus  Garden,  a  Comedy. 


W  Hat  ever  walkc  I  in  your  Garden  ufc,? r  • 
Breeds  my  delight, and,  makes,  me  }oy£  A 
For  the  defignment ;  fitlV  I  cannot  fpife' 
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Then  this  xhy 'Bovve^K'  ^  # 

Where houresfeeme  minutes, andcapli  day  all  bower : 
Nor, were  my  ftay  perpettfail,  could  t  gricvc> 

Where  fuch  rare  fruits  fiunc  appetite  relieve. 

The  envious  ^/>/c%:  )wotild  :t'ecant  td  fee  ' 

How  much  c^prefTfs;  £v ttee  % ^  M-  ■_ :  A.v  , 
W ith  her -owne  btorthen  FLeekes*  and  A  <v  " 
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Arc  food  for  Critickcs;;  bur  the  choycer  cheere,  . /r»- 
For  thofc,  can  rcllifh  Delicates.  I  might  _  ' 

In  prayfing  of  ^<w$fth,  ^f^wifeag 

A  tedious,  glorious,  rteedleftc  Chara&cr  c 
Of  thee  aufd  of  thy  CMufc.  Yet  I ‘could  fay, 

('Give  me  but leavelit  is no  common  Play , 

Within  thy  plot  of  ground,  no  Wded  doth  ferink-. 

To  hurt  the  gfdwthdf  an£  Vriderling  ;  1  ;T.  7 1 ’,,**;!* 
Nor  is  thy  Laborinth  fconffif  d,  t)Ut  wee  '  4 

In  that  diforder,  may  proportipn fee  : 

Thy  Hcarbs  are  phyficali,  and  do  more  good 
In  purging  Humors* 


r,  'jMoo 


j'U' 


V  IX  i 


non 


C.  G. 


AS* 


swmrsmmmm  &« 

aKW'iKriMSW'-  ■•■«;*■■"-  I  ““ 

n't*  ij^S, 


#0  r<'?® 


\W 


!»aonl  2/uviy p.o 
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tTT  Hat  dofi:  rneane,that  thus  thou  doft  entice 

VV  Thy  Fpvers,thus  to  walke  in  Paradie?#  — 
Moft  skiffuli  Artifty'  that  (9  well  d  oft  know. 

To  plant,  for  profit^  for, outr’wf  rd  ifcpw  t  ,  [\ 

Tor  on  ^p§Hiy: plcafei  Ai  iuluva i  I 

Our  intell^s rotHersTcarcejhuBgerc^r^d*  ,r 

Thcwifeft  pf  the  AgeThall  hither  come. 

And  thinke  their  tir^e  welj  fpent  as  was  theirju|nmeB 
The  Sqinf-eyv<j  'C  tliatiucH  care  &fe|yns  erlT 
To  looke  for  th|therl toOTQU)  tp  nartate*  p  Awn  woH 
Now  e.KoIfipg  h|s  warji  d  hlatur^flhalbb^'kind  rl  rb  i  \ 
And  vexing,  grieve  ’caufe  he  no  fault  can  find. 

The  ignorant  of  the  times  that  do  deligh  t. 

Not  in  a  Play,  ni 

Shall  rcfbrt  hither,  sus  nothing! 
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And  her  lovM-  fruit  unto  perFeftion:  brings ?•;  r ;  6 :: 


For  man’s  wel-b™g,|ffl^^^^cr^atp,  ri?  J 
And  poy ( c  them  up  abpvd a  needy,  F ate ■;  ;  - 
Is  it  not  pitty  ought  fhould  hurt  this  Spring  ? 
(AScrpcht|nkg^i».^tbing).t*  ;  .  „( 

Yet  wilelyhath  thy  goodhefle  tooke  a  care. 

He  liiuuldiling  none,  but  who  ccnforious  are. 
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The  Prologue  to  the  Play.’ 


•E,  that  liis  wonted  modefty  rctaynes, 

And  never  let  a$riq$upon  his  Braines,  >  . 

Above  your  Judgments  ;  nor  did  ever  ftrive 
l(By  Arrogance  or  Ambition  to  atchicve 


More  prayfe  un£o  himfelfe  >:  or  more  applaufe 
Vnto  his  Scenes,  then  fuch, as  know  the  La  Wes 
Of  Comedy  do  give;  He  phlythofeii  T  c  u  •  V*  si  i  r  : 
Now  prayes  may  fcan  his  Vede,and  Weigh  >hi$  Profe 
Yet  thus  far  he  thinks  meet  to  let  you  know  * 

Before  you  {cc^fhcSu^jefl  is  fodow,  :  )  ^  : 

That  toexpe&high  ^Language,  of  muchCoft, 

Were  a  fure  way;now*tQ  makeall:be  loft-,  \  •  ’ ;  t 

Pray  looke  for  none  t  He’lc  prbmife  fuch  hereafter* 

To  take  your  graver  judgments,  now  your  laughter 
Is  alijjeaymes  ^p  mooye.;  I  had  iijorctto - 
The  Title,  too, may  prejudice  the  Play.  /  , : 

It  (ayes  the  Sparagus  Garden  •  if  you  looke  . 

To  fcaft  on  that, the  Title  ipoiles  the  Booke.  J  :  ; J 

We  have  yet  ataft  of  it,  which  lie  doth  lay 
I’th  midft  o'th  journey, like  a  Bait  by  th*  wayi 
Now  fee  with  Candor :  As  our  Poet’s  free, 

Pray  let  be  fo  your  Ingenuity n  ir '  *  >  l  <•  *  •• 
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The  Peribm  w  the  Comedy. 
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Touch-wood?  ‘ 

Striker.  \ Old  advsrfa^ea,  *ndInfiice£A] 

;Wuleihw  ) iffftsrf 2ld;< 

Samuel,  Some  po  Touchwood . "  H, 

Mony*lacks,  a  needy  Knight  *  ttidt  lives  by  Jhifts .  v  : 'i 
Brittleware?  I  -  *  I  ofwig 
Springe  (  C onfiderMts  with  Mbny-lapk^ 

/  £)  fLum  10  <t,v  ui nr  J  •  .  jd  5 

T  inu  Hoyden,  nev^mad^GenHernAn,  7 f 
Coulter,  his- Man/ 

*  ^  -  i  *  *  ?  ^  *■  r 

Thomas  Hoyden,  Tim.  Hoydens  brother. 

Sir  Arnold  Cautious,  Batchclour,  and  a  redjcuious 
Lover  of  womciv: ;  7  <jr 1 ;  z>ji  &a(W]  v^rtueo* .  mm  i  - 

A  Gardiner* 

Tramplcr,^  Lawyer 
'Curat. 

Three  Courti^rsi  • 
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Annabel,  Daughter  to  Mony-lacks,  and  Grand-chiideto 
Striker. 

Fr  ifwood ,  her  nnrfe  :  and  Houfe-kccper  to  Striker. 
Rebecca,  -wife  to  Brittle-ware. 

Martha,  the  Gardiners  wife. 

Three  Ladies* 
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Sparagus'  Garden. 


Ad  i.  Scene  i. 


IV alter }  Gilbert ,  Touchwood „ 

„  Walt.  ' 

Feare  we  (hall  doe  no  good  upon  him. 

(7*/.  We  (hall  ncverthelefTedifchargcthe  office  of 
friends  in  our  endeavour.  I  meanc  to  put  it  home 
to  him. 

Walt.  And  fo  will  h 
g*l.  But  be  lure  you  lye  at  a  clofe  ward  the  while  ;  for  hee  is  a 
mod  fubtill  and  dangerous  Fencer  to  deale  withall. 

Walt,  I  tinderftand  you, 

Gil ,  He  has  not  his  name  for  nothing;  old  T ouchwood !  he  is  all 
fire  ifhc  beinccnfd;but  fo  foft  and  gentle  that  you  may  wind  hi  m 
about  your  finger,  or  carry  him  in  your  bofome  if  you  handle  him 
rightly :  butftill  be  wary,  for  the  lead  fparkc  kindles  him.  Hee 
comes.  1  ®  Touch. 
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The  Sparagus  Garden. 

Touch.  W ith  me  gentlemen  ?■  *  ■  ■ 

Git.  Onely  a  few  neighbourly  arid  friendly  Words  {Jr. 

Touch.  Ob  you  are  moft  friendly  welcome  good-  Mr.  Cjtibert 
GJawire^  and  Mr.  Walter  ChamUt  1  take  yee  to'be.  1  ^ 

Awbo,  The  fame  fir  at  your  fervicc. 

Touch .  Your  fathers  both  were  my  good  neighbours  indeed  j 
worthy  and  well  reputed  members  of  the  City  while  they  lived  : 
but  chat  may  be  read  upon  the  Hofpitall  walls,  and  gates;  it  is 
enough  for  me  to  fay  they  lov’d  me  :  Savfon  Touchwood !  and  I 
were  a  wretch  if  I  fhould  not  honour  their  memory  in  their  lup- 
py  fucceftlon  :  Agen  gentlemen  you  are  welcome. 

Gil .  Yet  you  may  be  pleai’ddir  to  remember,  though  our  fathers 
were  both  loving  friends  to  you, yet  they  werefometimes  at  odds 
one  with  another. 

Touch.  True,  true,  ever  at  odds :  They  were  the  common  talks 
ofthetownc  forapaireof  wranglers;  ftillat  ft  rife  Tor  one  trifle 
or  other :  they  were  at  law  logger-heads  together ,  in  one  match . 
that  held  ’em  tugging  tone  the  tothcr  by  the  purfe-ft rings  a  matter 
of  nine  yeares?  and  all  for  a  matter  of  nothing.  They  cours’d  "one 
another  from  Court  to  Court,  and  through  every  Court  Tempo- 
rail  and  Spirituall ;  and  held  one  an  other  play  till  they  loft  a 
thoufand  pound  a  man  to  the  Lawyers,  and  till  it  was  very  fuffici- 
ently  adjudged  that  your  father  was  one  foole,  and  your  father 
was  another  foole.  And  lb  againe  gentlemen  you  arc  welcome : 
now  your  bufinefle. 

Walt.  You  may  now  be  pleas’d  fir  to  remember  that  our  fathers 
grew  friends  at  laft. 

Tench.  Heaven  forbid  elfe. 

Gil .  And  note  thecaufe,  the  ground  of  their  reconciliation, 
which  was  upon  the  love,  betwixt  me  and  this  gentlemans  fifter. 
My  fathers  Sonne  married  his  fathers  Daughter,  and  duf  two  fa¬ 
thers  grew  friends,  and  wife  men  agen. 

Touch.  To  the  poynt  good  gentlemen,  yet  you  are  Welcome. 
Gil .  Troth  fir  the  poynt  is  this:  You  know  ("and  the  townc 
has  tane  fufficient  notice  of  it )  that  there  has  been  a  long  con¬ 
tention  betwixt  you  and  old  Mr.  Striker  your  neighbour——* 

T ouch .  Ha  ? 

Gil<  And  the  caufe  or  ground  of  your  quarrell(  for  ought  any 

'  body 
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body  knowes  but  yourfelvcs  )  may  teas  trivial!,  as  that  which 
was  derided  in  our  fathers.  ,  • 

Touch.  Are  you  there  with  me  ? 

Gil .  And  great  hopes  there are, and  wagers  laid  by  your  friends 
on  both  fides,  that  you  two  will  be  friends* 

Touch ,  lie  hold  you  an  hundred  pounds  o’  chat. 

<$\l.  Nay 3  more,  that  Mr.  Striker  will  bee  willing  to  give  his 
Grand-child  to  your  Son,  fb  you’l  give  your  confent. 

Touch.  And  your  comming  is  toperfwade  that,  is  it  not  ?  if  it 
befo,  fpeakcjdealcplaincly  with  me’ gentlemen,  whilft  yet  you 
arc  welcome. 

Walt.  Infooth  it  is  fo,  we  come  to  negotiate  the  match  fo  r  your 
fonne  ,and  your  friendfhip  with  old  Mr.  Striker . 

T ouch .  Y ou  are  not  welcome. 

Gil.  But  when  you  weigh  the  reafbns,and  confider  the  perfe& 
love  of  the  yongpaire,  and  how  the  world  will  praife  your  re¬ 
conciliation,  and  bleffe  the  providence, that  made  their  loves  the 
mcancs  to  worke  their  parents  charity* 

Touch ♦  Againc  you  are  not  welcome. 

Gil.  Your  fclfe  but  now  commended  the  attonement 
Gfour  two  fathers,  wrought  by  the  fame  rneanes : 

I  meane  my  marriage  with  his  fitter  he^c 
Againft  as  great  an  oppofition. 

Walt.  But  our  fathers  lov’d  their  children. 

Touch.  Your  fathers  were  a  couple  of  doting  fooles,  and  you  a 
paircof  fawey  knaves  >  now  you  arc  not  welcome;  and  more 
then  fb,  get  you  out  of  my  doorcs* 

(jil.  Will  you  fir,  by  your  wilfolneffe,  caft  away  your  fonne  ? 

Touch.  My  fonne?  no  fonne  of  mine,  I  have  caft  him  off  already 
for  catting  an  eye  upon  the  daughter  of  mine  enemy  :  let  him  goe, 
let  him  packe ;  let  him  perifh  :  he  comes  not  within  thefe  doorcs, 
and  you,  that  are  his  fine  fpoken  fpokef-men,  get  you  off  o*  my 
ground!  charge  you. 

Walt.  W e  arc  gone  fir  :  onely  but  wifhing  you  Mr.  Touchwood 
to  remember  that  your  Tonne’s  your  fopne. 

Touch .  Indefinitely  not  fir, untill  hee  d oes  not  onely  renounce 
all  intereft  in  the  love  of  that  baggage  $  but  doc  fomc  extraordi¬ 
nary  mifehiefe  in  that  family  to  right  me  for  the  trefpaffe  hce  has 
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done;, and fo  win  my  good  opinion,  till  which  bee  done  a  daily 
curie. of  mine  hee  fhall  not  mitfc;  and  fo  you  may  informc 
him.  *  £xir. 

Gil.  What  an  uncharitable  wretch  is  this  ? 

Walt .  The  touchied  peccc  of  Touchwood  that  c’re  I  met  withali, 
Gtl  I  fear’d  we  fhould  inflame  him. 

Walt.  All  the  comfort  is,  his  fonne  may  yet  out-live  him. 

Vt  I .  Scene  2 .  Walter,  Gilbert ,  Samuel. 

Gil.  p>  Ut  the  danger  is,  his  father  may  ditinherit  him 

j  J  Walt.  He  cannot  befo  devilli fh;  here  comes  his  fonne, 
a  gentleman  of  fo  fweet  a  difpofition,  and  fo  contrary  to  his  crab¬ 
bed  Sire,  that  a  man  who  ne/cr  heard  of  his  mothers  vertue 
might  wonder  who  got  him  for  him. 

Cjil.  Not  at  all  I  allure  you,  Sam  is  his  fathers  no wnc  fonne: for 
the  old  man  you  fee,  is  gentle  enough,  till  he  be  incens’d;  and  the 
fonne  being  mov’d ,  is  as  fiery  as  the  father. 

Walt.  But  he  is  very  feldome  and  flowly  mov’d  ;  his  father 
often  and  o’ the  fuddainc. 

Gi( .  1  prethee  would’ft  then  have  greene  wood  take  fire  as 
fooneas  chat  which  is  old  and  fere  ? 

Walt.  He  isdeepcin  thought. 

Cjtl.  Over  head  and  eares  in  his  Mrs.  contemplation. 

Sam.  To  difrobey  a  father,  is  a  crime 
In  any  fonne  Bnpardonable,  Is  this  rule 
So  generall  that  it  can  beare  noe  exception  ? 

Or  is  a  fathers  power  fo  illimitable^ 

As  to  command  his  fonnes  affc&ions  ? 

And  fo  controulcthe  Conquerour  of  all  men 
Even  Love  himfclfe  ?  no  :  he,  that  enterprizes 
So  great  a  worke,  forgets  he  is  a  man ; 

And  mud  in  that  forget  he  is  a  father , 

And  fo  if  he  forgoe  his  nature,  I 
By  the  fame  Law  may  leave  my  Piety. 

But  day  ,  I  would  not  lofe  my  felfe  in  Following. 

This  wild  conceit 

Gil.  How  now  Samy  whither  away  ? 


Sam. 


Sam,  I  was  but  cafting  howto  find  the  way 
Untomyfclfe.  Can  you  direct  me  gentlemen? 

Walt,  Yes,  yes;  your  father  has  told  us  the  way. 

Sam ,  Ha  you  had  conference  with  him  ?  ha  yee  ?  fpcakc. 
<///.  Marry  fir  ha  we,  and  I  thinke  to  purpofe. 

Sam.  Ha  you  wonne  ought  upon  him  to  my  advantage?  . 
w»lt.  As  much  as  may  reft  ore  you  to  acquaintance 
W ith  him  againe,  can  you  but  makegood  ufc  on*t. 

Sam .  Piay  doc  not  trifle  with  me;  tell  me  briefly. 

Gil.  Briefly  he  fayes  you  mud  notdarc to  fee  him  » 

.  Nor  hope  to  receive  blcfling  to  the  valew 
Of  a  new  three-pence,  till  you  difclaime  your  love 
In  your  faire  *sinnabell ;  and  not  onely  fo, 

But  you  mud  doc  fome  villanous  mifehievous  a& 

To  vexc  his  ad verfary,  her  Grand-father*  \  . 

Or  walke  beneath  his  curfc  in  banifhtficnt* 

Saw.  A  mod  uncharitable  and  unnaturall  fentcncc. 

Walt.  But  thinke  withall  it  is  your  father,  that 
Makes  this  decree;  obey  him  in  the  ‘xecurion  : 

He  has  a  great  Eftate,  you  a  re  his  onely  fonne  : 

Doe  not  iofe  him,  your  fortune,  and  your  felfe 
Forafrailcpceccofbcauty :  (hake  her  off; 

And  doe  fome  notable  thing  againft  her  houfc* 

To  pleafc  your  father 
Sam.  ThcDivcll  fpcakes  it  in  thee. 

An  d  with  this  fpeli  I  muft  Conjure  him  out. 

Oh  friend  you  are  too  violent. 

Sam ,  Hees  too  defperate, 

Tourge  me  to  an  a&offach  injuftice. 

Can  her  faire  love,  to  whom  my  faith  is  given. 

Be  anfwered  with  fo  loud  an  injury  ? 

Or  can  my  faith  fo  broken  yield  a  found 
Lcfle  terrible  than  thunder,  to  affright 
All  love  and  conftancy  out  of  the  bread: 

Ofevery  Virgin  that  fhall  hearcthc  breach 
Of  my  firme  faith  ? 

Gil.  Be  not  fo  paflfionatCf 
Sam .  J  have  no  further  power  to  doc  an  out-rage 
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'A gainft  that  Family  to  whome  my  heart 

Is  link’d,  then  to  rip  out  this  troubled  heart 

The  onely  bminous  caufe,  indeed,  of  all.  ^ 

My  over  paffionate  fathers  cruelty ;  and  that 

( If!  muft  needs  doe  an  injurious  Office) 

Alone, (hall  be  my  ad  to  ealme  his  fory.  ♦ 

Gil.  Prcthee  blow  o* re  this  paflion  5  thou  wert  wont 
T o  affed  wit,  and  ca  nff  not  be  a  Lover 
T ruely  without  it.  Love  is  wit  it  fclf e, 

And  through  a  thoufend lets  will  find  a  way 
To  his  defiredend. 

Sam,  The  Ballet  taught  you  that, 

Gil .  Well  faid,  Love  Toil l  find  out  the  way  1 
I  fee  thou  art  camming  to  thy  fclfe  againe. 

Can  there  no  iliift,  no  witty  flight  be  found 
(  That  have  been  common  in  all  times  and  ages) 

To  blind  the  eyes  of  a  weake- lighted  father. 

And  reconcile  thefe  dangerous  differences 
But  by  blood-fhcdding,  ot  outragious  deeds. 

To  make  the  feud  the  greater  ?  recoiled 

Thy  felfe  good  Sam ;  my  hodfc,  my  purfe,  my  counfcli 

Shall  all  be  thine,  and  Wat  fhall  be  thy  friend* 

Walt.  Let  me  entreate  your  friendfliip. 

Sarr.  And  me  your  pardon* 

Qil.  So,  fo,  all  friends;  lets  'home  and  there  cort&It 
To  lay  the  tempeft  of  thy  fathers  fory ; 

Which  cannot  long  be  dangerous,  *tis  but  like 
Aftormc  in  April,  fpent  in  fwife  extreames. 

When ftraight  the  Sun  fliootes  forth  his  chccrcfoll  beames.  Ex. 

- 

1 

AH  1,  Scene  3,  Striker ,  Mony -lacks, 

m  f  t  ^  B 

Stri.  /  Ou  will  not  alfault  me  in  mine  ownchoufe  ?  I  hope  yon 
A  will  not;  nor  urge  me  beyond  my  patience  with  your 
borroughing  attempts  1  good  fir  Hugh  Monylackil  hope  you 
will  not.  ;  ' "  '  -  ;;f 

Mon.  I  hope  I  mov’d  you  not,  but  in  fairc  language  fir  • 

Nor  fpoke  a  fillablc  that  might  offend  you. 


I 
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I  have  not  us’d  the  word  of  loane,  or  borrowing; 

Onelyfomc  private  conference  I  rcqucfted, 

Stri.  Private  conference  l  a  new  coyn’d  word  for  borrowing 
of  money  •  I  tell  you,  your  very  face,  your  countenance  ( though 
it  be  gloff’d  with  Knight-hood)  lookes  fo  borrowingly,  that  the 
beft  words  you  give  me  are  as  dreadfulias  St  and  and  deliver, 
and  there  I  thinkc  I  was  w’ye.  I  am  plaine  w'ye  fir*  old  will 
Striker  I. 

CMon,  My  father  Striker 9  I  am  bold  to  call  you. 

Stri .  Your  father  l  no,  I  defire  no  fuch  neare  acquaint aince  with 
you,  good  fir  Hugh  Mcmy-hcks  :  you  are  a  Knight  and  a  noble 
gentleman,  I  am  but  an  Efquite  and  out  of  debt;  and  there  I  think 
I  was  w’ye  againc* 

( JMon.  Ifliallbe  with  you  anon,  when  you  have  talk’d  your 
felfeout  of  breath. 

Stri .  Tis  true,  I  had  the  honour  to  be  your  Worftiips  father  in 
law  when  time  was,  that  your  Knight-hood  married  and  Lady- 
fted  a  poore  daughter  of  mincibut  yet  fhe  had  five  thouland  pounds 
inherpurfc  ifyouplcafe  to  remember  it;  and  as  I  remember  you 
had  then  fourcteenc  hundred  a  yea  re :  But  where  is  it  now  ?  and 
where  is  my  daughter  now  ?  poore  abus’d  Innocent;  your  rio- 
toufrieffc  abroad,  and  her  long  night  watches  at  home  fliortned 
her  dayes,  and  caft  her  into  her  grave — — -  And  ’twas  not  long 
before  all  your  eftatc  was  buried  too;  and  there  I  was  w'ye  againe 
I  take  it  :  but  that  could  not  fetch  her  againe. 

c Jftion,  No  fir,  I  wifh  my  life  might  have  excus’d 
Hers,  fat  re  more  precious :  never  had  a  man 
A  jufter  caufe  to  mourne. 

Stri.  Nor  mourn'd  more  juftly.  it  is  your  oncly  wearing  ;you 
have  juft  none  other :  nor  have  had  mcancs  to  purchafc  better  any 
time  thefc  Craven  ycarcs  as  I  take  it.  By  which  mcancs  you  have 
got  the  name  of  the  mourning  Knight ;  and  there  1  am  fure  I 
was  w’ye. 

Men.  Sir,  if  you  will  not  be  pleas’d  to  heare  my  dcfircs  to  you, 
let  me  depart  without  your  dcrifion.  . 

Stri,  Even  when  you  plcafe,  and  whither  youpleafe  good  fir 
Hugh  | Monj-hcks :  my  houfe  (hall  bee  no  enchanted  Caftle  to 
detaincyour  Knight-crrandihip  from  your  adventures.  I  hope 

your 
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your  errand  hither  was  but  for  your  dinner  ;  and  fo  farre  forth 
(and  Specially  at  your  going  forth  )  you  arc  welcome.  Your 
daughter  I  dockeepc,  and  will  for  her  poore  mothers  fake;  (that 
was  my  daughter )  peace  be  with  her  — *  (lie  lhali  be  no  more  a 
trouble  to  you ;  nor  be  your  child  any  longer  :  1  have  made  her 
mine  *,  I  will  adopt  l  er  into  mine  owne  name ,  and  make  her  a 
Striker  .  flie  fhaii  be  no  more  a  Mony-Uckt  y  and  if  iliee  plcafe 
me  well  m  matching  with  a  husband,  I  know  what  1  will  doe 
for  her. 

Mon,  I  thankeyou  fir. 

5tr/,  .Doeyouthanke  me  fir,  I  afliireyou  you  neede  not ;  for  I 
meane  fo  to  order  her  eflate,  and  bind  it  up  in  that  trull  that  you 
fhaii  never  finger  a  farthing  on’t :  am  I  w  ye  fir  ? 

Mon%  I  cannot  chufc  but  thanke  you  though  in  behalfc  of 
my  child. 

Stri.  Call  her  yonr  child  agen,  or  let  mcebut  hearcthat  you 
fuffer  her  to  as ke  you  a  bare  blelfing,  ile  fend  her  after  you  upon 
adventures  fir  Knight ;  and  who  lhali  give  a  portion  with  her 
then  ?  or  what  can  fhc  hope  from  a  father  that  groancs  under 
the  weight  of  a  Knight-hood  for  want  of  meanes  to  fupport  it  ? 

Man,  I  fhaii  finde  meanes  to  live  without  your  trouble 
hereafter. 

St?t.  You  may,  you  may;  you  have  a  wit  fir  Hugfa  and  a  pro- 
je&ivc  one;  what,  have  you  fbmc  newprojc&a  foot  now»  to 
out-goe  th  t  of  the  Hand-barrowes  ?  what  call  you  ’em  the 
Sedams  ?  oh  cry  you  mercy,  cry  you  mercy ;  I  heard  you  had  put 
in  fore  iharc  at  the  4fp*ragfts  Ga  den  •  or  that  at  lcafi  you  have 
a  Penfion  thence;  to  be  their  Gather  gueft  and  bring  ’em  cuftomc, 
cad  that  you  play  the  fly  of  the  new  Inne  there ;  and  fip  with  all 
companies  :  am  1  w’ye  there  fir  ?  ■ 

t Mon.  You  may  be  when  you  pleafe  fir;  I  can  Command  tie 
bell  entertainement  there  for  your  mony. 

Stri .  in  good  time  fir, 

Mon*  In  the  meane  time  fir,  I  had  no  mind  to  begge  nor  bor¬ 
row  of  you,  and  though  you  will  not  give  me  leave  to  call  you 
father,  nor  my  daughter  my  daughter, yet  I  thought  it  might  be¬ 
come  my  care  to  ad  vertife  you  (  that  have  taken  the  care  of  her 
from  me  )  of  a  danger  that  will  much  affiift  you,  if  it  bee  not 

carefully 
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carefully  prevented,  r 

Stri^  How’s  this  ?  1 

CM  on.  You  have  an  adverfary  - . ■■- 

Stri.  But  one  that  I  know,  the  rafcall  my  neighbour  Touchwood „ 
Mon .  There  I  am  w’yefir,  1  am  inform'd  that  his  onely  fonne 
.  is  an  earned  Suitor  to  your  Daughter :  (  I  mull:  not  call  her  ?mine) 
Stri.  How’s  that? 

Mon.  That  there  is  a  deepe  fecret  love  betwixt  ’em  ;  and  that 
they  have  had  many  private  meetings ;  and  a  ftolne  match  very 
likely  to  be  made  if  you  prevent  knot. 

Stri.  Can  this  bc*true  ? 

CA'lon.  Give  me  but  a  pcece  from  you, and  if  by  due  examination 
you  find  it  not  fo,  ile  never  fee  your  face-agen  till  you  fend  for  me, 
Stri.  To  be  rid  of  you  take  it,  *  Gives  it. 

Mon ,  I  am  gone  fir,  and  yet  I  thinke  i’me  w’ye.  Exit . 

S  tri.  Is  the  Divell  become  a  match-broker  ?  what,  who  with* 
in  there  :  what  ? 

Ann  ab  ell  4  what  Frifwood  f 

ssdtt  I,  Scene  4,  Frifwood 9  Striker* 

Frif.  T  T  Eere  fir,  I  am  here  forfooth. 

rl  Stri.  Are  you  fo  foriboth  ?  but  where's  your  Miftris 
forfooth?  '  -  :  ’  • 

Frif  Liftningisgoodfometimesj  I  heard  their  talke,  and  am 
glad  on’t, 

Stri.  Where  is  your  Mrs*  Ifay  ? 

Frif.  My  Mrs.  Annabel i , forfooth,  my  young  Mrs  ? 

Stri 4  What  other  Mrs.  haft  thou  but  the  Divells  Dam  her  felfc, 
your  old  Mrs.?  and  her  I  aske  not  for;  good  Mrs.  F libber  de’Jibb 
with  the  French  fly-flap  o’  your  coxecombe.  * 

Frif.  Is  the  old  man  mad  troe  ? 

Stri .  I  aske  for  zAnnabtll. 

Frif  Bleffe  me  1  how  doe  you  looke  ? 

Stri.  Where’s  Annabell  Ifay?  fetch  her  me  quickly,  leaftlbaft 
her  out  of  your  old  Whit-leather  hide, 

Frif.  How  youthfull  you  are  growne  ?  {he  is  not  farre  to  fetch 
fir*  you  know  you  commanded  her  to  her  chamber,  and  not  ^o 
*  C  appearc 
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appears  in  fight,  till  her  debauch’d  father  was  gone  out  o’the 
houfe. 

Stri,  And  is  not  he  gone  now  forfooth  ?  why  call  you  her  not  ?■ 
Frif  I  warrant  hee  has  told  youfome  tale  on  her.  That  lewd 
Knight,  now  he  has  undone  himfeife  by  his  unthrifty  pra&ifcs, 
begins  to  pradife  the  undoing  of  his  daughter  too  !  is  it  not  fo 
forfooth  ?  has  he  not  put  fome  wicked neffe  into  your  head  to  let 
you  againft  her? 

Stri,  I  never  knew  thee  a  Witch  till  now* . 

Frif,  Ha,  ha,  ha  5 1  warrant  hee  told  you  that  your  adverfary 
Touchwoods  tonne,  and  myMiftris  Annabell  ate  in  love  league 
together* 

Stri ,  Marry  did  lie*  and*I  will  know  the  truth. 

Frif  .  Ha*  ha,  ha.  -- 

Stri ,  Dar’ft  thou  laugh  at  me  ? 

Frif,  No,  no;  but  I  laugh  at  the poore  Knights  officioufiies,  in 
hope  of  fome  great  reward  for  the  gullery  that  I  put  upon  him  : 
ha3ha,ha.  Good  fir  a  little  patience,  and  I  will  tell  ]you.  Ha,  ha, 
ha — ’twas*  I  that  deviled  it  for  a  lye,  and  told  it  him  in  hope 
that  his  telling  ofit  to  you,  would  provoke  you  to  beatc  him  out 
o’ the  houfc ;  for  reporting  a  thing  that  had  no  probability  or  re- 
femblance  of  a  truth  in  it. 

Stri,  Is  it  but  fo  ? 

Fuf  Sir  I  have  beene  your  crcatute  this  thirty  yeares,  downc 
lying  and  uprifmgj  f  as  you  kuow.j  and  you  (hould  bcleeve  mec, 

you  had  me  in  my  old  Miftreffcs  dayes - 

Stri.  I,  thou  waft  a  handfome  young  wench  then  ;  now  thou 
art  old. 

Frif  Yet  not  fo  wondrous  old  as  to  be  fung  in  a  Ballet  fort,  or 
to  have  beene  able  ere  Adam  wore  beard  to  have  crept  into  Eves 
bed, as!  did  into  my  Miftrefles.  (  Heaven  pardon  you,  as  I  doe 
with  all  my  heart. )  '  TVsepe.  ‘ 

StrL  What  in  thy  fooleries  now  ? 

frif  Nor  ioold  neither  but  you  are  content. to  make  a  forry 
ftfift  with  meftili  ;  as  your  abilities  will  ferve  you  —  PVeepe, 
Stri,  Come,  come;  thou  art  not  old. 

•Frif  Nay  that’s  not  it  that  troubles  me  :  but  that  I,  that  ferv’d 
yon  before  your  daughter  was  borne;  I  meahe  your  daughter  that 
•  .  '  was 


was  mother  to  this  daughter  which  now  you  have  made  your 
'  daughter  5  that  1  that  faw  the  birth,  the  marriage,  and  the  death 
of  your  daughter;  and  have  had  the  governance  of  this  her  daugh¬ 
ter  ever fince,  till  now  the  is  marriageable;  and  have  all  this 
while  bcene  as  plyant  as  a  twig  about  you,  and  as  true  as  the 
{heath  to  your  tleele  as  we  lay,  that  1  ihculd  now  be  miftiufted-to 
connive  at  an  il  match  for  hcr,for  whom  my  chicfeft  care  has  bin 
.  from  the  Cradle  ?  there’s  the  unkindnefle.  weepe* 

S>  ri.  Enough,  enough;  Fid,  1  beieeve  there  is  nofuch  matter* 

Frif  I  thought  you  had  knowneme -  We epe. 

Sen.  I  doe,  1  doe;  I  pretheegood  Fid  be  quiet,  it  was  a  witty 
tricke  of  thee  to  mocke  the  poore  Knight  withall :  but  a  poxe  on 
him,  he  coft  me  a  peece  for- his  newes ;  there's  another  for  thee  : 
butthebeft  is  he  hath  tyed  himfeife  by  it,  never  to  trouble  mee 
more;  1  have  that  into  my  bargainee 
Frif  And  you  would  tye  me  fo  too;  would  you  ? 

S tri,  Notfo  Fid,  not  fo  :  but  looke  to  my  Girlc,  and  thus  farre 
marke  me.  If  ever  1  End  that  young  T  cuchwood ,  the  fonne  of  that 
mifc reant,  whole  hatred  J  would  not  lofe  for  all  the  good  neigh¬ 
bor-hood  in  the  Parifh;  if  ever  J  fay,  he  and  your  charge  doe  but 
looke  upon  one  another,  ile  turne  her  and  you*both  out  o'  doorea: 
there  J  will  be  w’ye,  looke  co't.  * 

Frtf  Agreed  fir;  agreed. 

Stn .  Looke  to' t  J  fay,  J  mud  abroad,  my  anger  is  not  over  yet : 
/would  /  could  meete  my  adversary  to  Icold  ft  out  5  I  fhall  bee 
ficke  elfe.  Exit . 

Frif \  'T  was  well /ov*er- heard ’em,  my  young  lovers  had  bin 
.  (poyl'd  elfe  :  had  not  cf  croft  the  old  angry  mans  purpofe  before  he 
had  met  with  the  young  timerous  Virgin,  fhe  had  confeft  alljand 
and  all  had  bin  daih'd  now. 

AEl  1 ,  Scene  5.  Annabsll ,  FrifwoodySaw. 

An.  T  T  Ow  now  Frif .  is  my  Grand-father  gone  out  ofdoore  ? 

Il  Frif,  Jf  he  were  as  fife  cut  o'the  world,  it  were  well 
for  you. 

An.  Nay  fay  not  fo  good  Fris . 

Frif.  Your  unlucky  father  has  deftroyed  all  your  hopes  in  Mr. 
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Touchwood ;  in  difcovering  your  loves  f  what  Divell  foever 
gave  him  the  intelligence  j  and  you  muft  refolve  never  to  fee  your 
Iweet  Sam  againe. 

An,  /mull  refolve  to  dye  firft  :  oh.  Sinkes . 

Trif  Ods  pitty  !  how  now  !  why  Mrs.  why  Annabel!) why  Mrs. 
Annabell^  looke  up,  looke  up  /fay,  and  you  fhall  have  him  fpight 
of  your  Grand-father -and  all  his  workes  :  what  doe  you  thinke  / 
am  an  /nfidell  ,  to  take  Mr.  Samuels  forty  peeces  ?  and  a  Ronlet  oP 
old  Muskadine  for  nothing  >  come  be  well,  and  indeed  you  /hall 
have  him. 

An,  Oh  Sam ,  fwcet  Sam~~ 

r  Frif  Theie  love- fi  eke  maides  fcldome  call  upon  other  Saints 
then  their  fweet-hearts;  looke  up /fay,  your  fweet  «SW  is  com- 
|  ming. 

An,  Ha,  where?  where  ishc;  why  doe  you  abufe  me  ?_ 

♦  Scene,  Enter  Sam, 


! 
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*  '  •  , 

Frif  /fay  he  will  come  prefcntly;  looke  up  /fay,  forgive  me  l 
he  comes  indeed  :my  Mr,  thought /was  a  witch,  and  I  now 
fidpe&my  fcifefor‘one.  Oh  Mr.  Samuel)  how  came  you  hither  ? 
here  he  is  Mrs,  what  meanc  you  to  come  now  to  undoe  her 
and  your  felfe  too  ?  yet  fhe  had  dyed  and  you  had  not  come  as 
you  did.  Why  doe  you  not  looke  upon  him  and  be  well  ?  get  you 
gone,  we  are  all  undone  if  my  Mr.  come  backe  and  find  you: 
Speake  to  her  quickly,  then  kilfe  her  and  part,  you  will  bee  parted 
for  everclfe. 

Sam.  How  fares  my  love  ? 

An,  Better  then  when  /  was  in  earthly  being, 

This  boibme  is  a  heaven  to  me;  through  death 
J am  arriv’d  at  blifle,  mod  happily 
To  be  fo  well  reviv'd  thou  mad’ft  me  dye, 

Frif ;  /made  you  not  dye, as  you  will  dye,if  you  ftand  pratling 
till  my  Mr,  returne  and  take  you  :  for  Mr.  Samuel ,  /muft  tell  you 
Mr.  Samuel^  be  knowes  all  Mr.  Samuel; 

Sam  My  father  knowes  as  much,  and  that’s  thecaufe 
Gf  my  adventuring  hither  to  inftruft  you 
In  a  ftrange  pra&ice ;  here  it  is  in  writing,  .  t sf  paper. 

’Tis 


1  : ,  V 7  L'l-he  8p*ra&m  b AfMH.  — 

*Tis  filch  a  iecrct that  7  durdnpttrud 
My  tongue  with  the  conveyance  of ’t  j  nor  have  I 
The  confidence  to  hcare  it  read  :  take  it. 

And  in  my  abfence  joy  ne  your  bed  advifes> 

To  give  it  life  and  a&ion;  *tis  rule 

Which  ( though  both  hard  and  grievous  to  purfuc ) 

Js  all  that  can  our  hopes  in  love  renew. 

Frif*  What  horrible  thing  mud  wc  doe  troe?  pray  let  mee  fee 
the  paper, 7  hope  there  is  no  piddling  nor  poifoning  in  it :  though 
my  old  Striker  come  fhort  of  the  man  he  was  to  bee  with  me,  / 
would  be  loath  to  fhorten  his  dayes  with  the  danger  of  my  peck  $ 
or  making  a  Bon-fire  in  Smithfield  :pray  let  me  fee  the  paper* 

Sam,  Not  untill  my  departure  gentle  Frifwood . 

Frif \  Js  there  fuch  horrour  in  it,  that  you  dare  not  dand  the 
opening  of  the  paper  ?. 

Sam.  Confiderfweet  our  love  is  Feaver  (ick. 

Even deiperately  to  death; 

And  nothing  but  a  defperate  remedy 
Js  left  us :  for  our  bodily  health,  what  fowre 
Unfavory  loathfome  medicines  we  will  take 
But  to  remove  an  Ague  ? 

What  fharpe  incifions,  fearings,  and  cruell  Corfives 
Are  daily  fuffer’d,  and  what  limbes  diflever’d 
To  keepe  a  Gangrecne  from  the  vitall  parts, 

That  adifmembred  body  yet  may  live  1 
We  in  liketafe  mud  topreferveour  love, 

(  If we  darefay  we  love )  adventure  life, 

Fame,  Honour,  which  are  a)l  but  Loves  attendants 
To  maintained. 

/underdand  you,  fweet. 

And  doc  before  I  read  your  drong  in  jun&ion, 

Refolve  to  give  it  faithfull  execution 
What  ere  it  be.  /  ha  got  courage  now. 

And  f  with  a  condant  boidnelfe  let  me  tell  youj 
You  dare  not  lay  that  on  me  lie  not  beare  ; 

And  Love,  predominant  o’re  ail  other  paflions, 

Shall  beare  me  cut  in’t. 

Sam.  Ob  you  have  made  me  happy. 

•  v  ^  3  *  Fris, 
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Frif.  As  7  live  my  Matter - 

Hide  and  a  Way ;  whip  quickly  through  the  G  arden— 
Run  you  up  to  your  Chamber;  ile  fee  you  out  my  felfe. 
Sam.  Thus  let  us  breath  chat  till  we  mcete  againe* 
Frif.  Whoope  whatd’ee  meanc  ? 

Sam.  We  leave  for  truce  at  rayfing  of  the  fiege, 

Our  interchanged  hearts  each  others  pledge. 

Frif.  Goe  fooles,  this  lets  you  both  but  more  on  edge. 
An.  Farewell, 

Sam.  Farewell,  .  Ex. 


A&  2.  Scene  i. 


Brittle  ware,  Rebecca . 

iftv’/.QWcet  Wife  content  thy  felfe. 

O  Reb.  Yes  content  my  felfe  I  ftiall  I  fo?  with  what*  you 
/ohn  Bopecpe?  you  muft  be  my  husband,  and  /  muft  content  my 
felfe, muft  /  ?  no  fir,  'tis  you  that  muft  content  me,  or  *tis  your 
heart  muft  fmart  for’t. 

B  rit .  if  you  could  be  conten  t  with  all  that  I  have,  or  all  that  I 
can  doe,  and  exped  no  further,  I  then  might  hope.to  pacifie  you. 

%tb.  All  has  not  done  it  yet  you  fee,  nor  have  you  yet  found 
out  the  way.  Five  yeares  pradice  one  would  thinke  were  fufh- 
cient,fo  long  you  have  had  me;  and  too  long  it  is  unlefie  I  had 
got  a  better  name  by't,  to  be  accounted  barren—; —  oh  me . 

^m.Now’tis  out;zonnes  what  would  you  have  me  doe?  whfcre’s 
the  defed  think  you?  is  it  not  probable  that  you  may  be  defedive 
as  well  as  /  ? 

Reb.  That /may  bee  defedive  !  I  defie  thee,  lubber;  I  defie 
thee  and  all  that  lay  fo,  thou  fribling  fumbler  theu ;  I  would  fome 
honeft  fufficient  man  might  be  Judge  betwixt  us  whether  1  bee 

defedive. 

.  Ah ?. 
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•  —  - 

A#  2.  Scene  2.  Monj-fochf)  %e[/ecca}  Britt!e*w are,  . 

C\hn%  Hownow,alwaies  wrangling? 

Reb,  Defedive  quoth  a  — - 

Mon .  What’s  the  matter  Land- lord  ? 

Doe /looke  like  a  thing  defective  ? 

Mon .  Land-lady — - 
Oh  fearefull ! 

Mon <  Mrs.  Brittle-ware  what’s  the  matter  ? 

Reb,  You  fhall  be  Judge.S ir  Hugh,  whether  /  bee  defedive  ; 
you  have  lyen  here  Sir  Hughthck  three  ycares>  have  beene  our 
conftant  lodger  off  and  on  as  wee  fay ;  and  can  you  thinke  mee  - 
defedive  ? 

Brit,  You  will  not  be  impudent  ? 

Mon%  Good  Mr.  Brittle-ware  what’s  the  matter  ? 

Brit .  The  matter  is  fir  fhe  will  be  content  with  nothing. 

Mon.  The  beft  wife  i’the  world  1  and  if  you  cannot  afford  her 
that  to  content  her,  you  are  a  moft  hard-harted  husband. 

%eb.  What  nothing?  would  you  wifh  him  to  afford  mee  no¬ 
thing  to  content  me  ?  I  muft  have  fomething  to  content  me;  and 
fomething  he  muft  find  me.,  or  I  will  make  him  looke  our  for’t. 

Mon,.  Come,  come>  I  know  the  quarrell;  and  Tknow  you  Will 
never  get  a  child  by  falling  cut. 

Reb,  Nor  any  way  elfefo  long  as  hee  is  fuch  a  jealous  bead  as 
hce  is. 

(JMon,  Oh  you  muft  leave  your  jealoufie  Mr.  BrittUware  •  that’s  * 
a  inaine  hind  ranee 

Brit .  I  am  not  jealous  I. 

Reb,  Not,  and  ftarc  like  a  mad  Oxeupon  every  man  that  lookes 
upon  me  ?  .  * 

tJAlon.  Fyc  upon  him,  is  he  fuch  a  bcaft,  to  be  jealous  of  his 
ownc  wife  ?  if  every  m  in  were  fo,  it  would  fpoyle  the  getting  of' 
feme  child  ren  in  a  yeare* 

Reb.  And  denies  me  all  things  that  I  have  a  mind  to. 

Trit,  Thebeft  is,thelo{fe  of  your  longings  will  not  hurt  you  ; 
unleftcyou  were  with  child. 

Reb .  I  muft  have  my  longings  firft ;  I  am  not  every  woman  I* 
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I  muft  have  my  longings  before  /  can  be  with  child  I. 

.  'But.  You  muft  not  long  for  every  ftrange  thing  you  fee  or  heare 
of  then. 

Reb.  As  true  as  Hive  he  fribles  with  mee  fir  Hugh;  I  doe  but 
now  long  for  two  or  three  idle  things  fcarce  worth  the  fpeaking 
of;  and  doeyouthinke  he  will  grant  me  one  of ’em? 

Mon,  What  may  they  be  ?  he  (hall  grant  ’em. 

Rcb.  One  of  my  longings  is  to  have  a  couple  oflufty  able  bodied 
men,  to  take  m:  up,  one  before  and  another  behind,  as  the  new 
fafhion  is,  and  carry  mee  in  a  Man-licter  into  the  great  bed  at 
Ware. 


OWon.  There's  one,  and  will  you  deny  her  this  to  hinder  a 
child  getting  ? 

Reb .  Then  I  doc  long  to  fee  the  new  fhip,  and  to  be  on  the  top 
of  Pauls  Steeple  when  it  is  new  built,  but  that  mud  not  bee  yet ; 
noram  I  fo  unreafonabie but  I  can  ftay  the  time  ;  in  the  meane 
time  I  long  to  fee  a  play,  and  above  allplayes,Thc  Knight  of  the 

burning — -  what  dee*  calf  t. 

Mon%  The  Knight  of  the  burning  Peftle. 

Reb .  Peftle  is  it?  I  thought  of  another  thing,  but  I  would  faine 
fee  it.  They  lay  there’s  a  Grocers  boy  kills  a  Gyant  in  it,  and  ano¬ 
ther  little  boy  that  does  a  Citizens  wife  thy  dainticlift - but 

I  Would  faine  fee  their  beft  A<ftor  doe  me ;  I  would  fo  put  him 
too*t,they  fhould  find  another  thing  in  handling  of  mee  I  war¬ 
rant  ’em. 

eBrit.  Heyday  l  fo  laft  froft  Ihe  long’d  to  ride  on  'one  cf  the 
Dromedaries  over  the  Thames,  when  great  men  were  pleas’d  to 
goe  over  it  a  foote*  ~  •.  w  k#* 

Mon.  W ell,  (hall  I  make  a  convenient  motibn  for  you  both  ? 
K^.Quickcly  fweet  fir  Hughfl  long  for  that  before  you  name  it. 
Mon .  Have  you  this  Spring  eaten  any  A fp tragus  yet  ? 

Reb*  Why  is  that  good  for  a  woman  that  longs  to  bee  with 
Child? 

07 ion,  Ofall  the  Plants,  hearbes,  rootes,  or  fruits  that  grow, 
it  is  the  moft  provocative,  operativeand  effe&ive. 

Reb\  Indeed  Sir  Hugh  ? 

Mon ,  All  your  beft  fefpecially  yourmoderne)  Herballifts  con¬ 
clude,  that  your  Afparagus  is  the  onely  fweet  ftirrer  that  the 

,  *  earth 
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earth  fends  forth,  beyond  your  wild  Carrct$,Corne-flag,  or  Gla- 
diall.  Your  roots  of  Stand  ergrafk,  orofSatyrion  boyld  in  Goates 
milke  are  held  good ;  your  Clary  or  Horminum  in  divers 
way es  good, and  Dill  (  efpecially  boyld  in  Oyle  )  is  alfo  good  : 
but  none  ofthefe,  nor  Saffron  boyld  in  wine,  your  Nuts  of  Arti- 
choakei,  Rocket,  or  feeds  of  Afh-tree  (  which  wee  call  the  Kite 
key csj  nor  thoulandfuch,  though  all  are  good,  may  (land  up  for 
perfection  with  ± ^fparagus. 

Beb.  Doc  you  fay  fo  fir  Hugh  ? 

CM  on.  I  have  it  from  the  opinion  of  moft  learned  Doftors,’ 
rarePhyfitians,  and  one  chat  dares  call  himfelfe  fo. 

Brit,  WhatDo&oris  he,  a  fooleon  horfe-backe  ? 

Men.  Doctor  7^-£^r^,y0uknowhim  well  enough. 

Reb.  Yes,  wc  know  Do&or  Thou- Lord ,  though  he  knowes  none 
but  Lords  and  Ladies,  or  their  companions.  And  a  fine  conceited 
Dodorheis,  and  as  humorous  I  warrant  yee  5  and  will  Thou 
and  Thee  the  beft  Lords  that  dares  be  acquainted  with  him :  calls 
Knights,  Iacke,  Will,  and  Tqm  familiarly;  and  great  Ladies, 
Gills,  and  Sluts  tec,  and  they  croffe  him*  And  for  his  opinion 
fake,  and  your  good  report  fir  Hugh*  I  will  have  Sfaragus  every 
meale  all  the  yearc  long,  or  ile  make  all  fly  for’t;  and  doe  you 
looks  to*t  Fribble,  for  it  will  bee  for  your  comodity  as  well  as 
mine. 

Brit.  And  fujrc  it  is  a  rare  commodity  when  a  Knight  is  become  a 
Broker  for  to  cry  it  up  fo. 

Rcb.  And  let  me  have  fomeprefcntly  for  my  next  meale,  or  you 
cannot  imagine  how  ficke  I  will  be. 

Mon.  But  miftakenot  me, nor  the  commodity  weipcakeofMrs. 
Brittle-ware*  where  would  you  have  it?  here  in  our  owne  houfc  ? 
fye  I  the  vertue  of  it  is  mortified, if  it  paffe  the  threshold  from  the 
ground  it  growes  on.  No,  you  muff  thither,  to  the  Garden  of  de¬ 
light,  where  you  may  have  it  dr  eft  and  eaten  in  the  due  kind;  and 
there  it  is  fo  provocative,  and  fo  quicke  in  the  hot  operation,  that 
none  dare  cate  it,  but  thofe  that  carry  their  coolers  with  ’em,  prq- 
fently  to  delay,  or  take  off the  delightfoll  fury  it  fills  ’em  with. 

Reb.  Is  there  convenicncy  for  that  too  ? 

CMon .  Yes,  yes;  the  houfe  affords  you  as  convenient  Couches 
to  retyre  to,  as  the  garden  has  beds  for  the  precious  plants  to 
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grow  in  :  that  makes  the  place  a  pallaceof  pleafure,  and  daily 
reforted  and  Bird  with  Lords  and  Knights,  and  their  Ladies  ; 

Gentlemen  and  gallants  with  their  Miftreffes  — - 

Reb,  Bat  dee  not  honeft  men  goe  thirher  with  their  wives  too? 
Mon,  None  other ;  fomc  to  thfcir  owne  cods,  and  Tome  at  other 

mens.  s  '  ■ 

Rtb%  Why  doe  we  not  goe  then?  or  what  Itaywe  tor,  can  you 

tell  fumblet  ?  • 

Mon,  Nay  Mrs.  Brittle  ware ,  not  fo  (uddcnly;  towards  the 
evening  will  be  the  fitted  fcafon  of  the  day  :  meanc  while  goe  in 
and  fit  yourfelfe  for  the  vvalke,  your  husband  and  l  are  firft  tor  an 

other  bufmes.  ,  / 

Reb,  Noble  Knight  I  thankc  you,  I  hope  my  next  longing  fhall 

be  to  befpeakc  you  for  a  God-father. 

Man*  You  fhall  not  long  long  for  that. 

Reb,  I  take  your  noble  word.  Exit, 

She’s  gone,  and  now  fir  Hugh  let  me  tell  you ,  you  have 
not  dealt  well  with  me,  to  put  chis.fagaty  into  her  foolilh  fancy. 

Mo*.  Wilt  thou  bean  Afie  now  ?  doe  not  I  know  how  to 
fetch  it  out  on  her  againe  thinks  thou  ?  fhe  fhall  not  goe,  and 
yet  be  contented  too. 

Brit ,  1  you  tell  me  {p 

Mon,  Why  thou  wilt  not  be  jealous  of  me  now>  that  has  laine 
in  thy  houfe  thefe  three  yeares,  wilt  thou  ?  nor  thinke  me  fo  foo- 
lifh  to  provoke  thee  with  an  injury;  that  know’ft  mee  and  my 
wayes  fo  well. 

Brit,  I  know  fomething  by  your  worfhip  worth  the  price  of 
a  new  Pillory. 

Mon.Why  fo  thcn;and  wil  I  wrongthce  /^think'ft  thou,ha ? 
no  nor  miftruft  thee  neithcr^for though thou  art  a  jealous  coxcomb 
over  thy  wife,  and  (he  a  touchy  thing  under  thee,  yet  theu  and  I 
Jacks  have  bin  alwaies  confident  of  each  other,  and  have  wrought 
friendly  and  clofely  together,  as  ever  Subtle  and  his  Lungs  did  ; 
and  {har’d  the  profit  betwixt  us, han't  we  lacks :  ha  ? 

Brit.  I  thinke  we  have*,  and  that  you  have  feme  new;  device, 
fomeftratagem  in  hand  now.  Uds  me,  I  now  remember^  is  the 
party  come  to  townc  £ 

Mon,  Y cs ;  and  my  Springe  has  fcaz’d  him  upon  the  way :  and 

here 
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here  I  expeft  him  inftantly. 

Brit .  And  will  he  be  made  a  gentleman  ? 

Mon.  That’s  his  ambition  lackey  and  though  you  now  keepe  a 
China-ihop ,  and  dealc  in  brittle  commodities  (  pots ,  glatfcs  , 
PurflaneDiihes,  and  more  trinkets  then  an  Antiquaries  ftudy  is 
furniihed  withal )you  mufl  not  forget  your  old  trade  ofBarbcr  Sur¬ 
geon,  ’tis  that  mud  lied  us  now  in  our  new  projeft. 

Brit .  I  warrant  you,  is  he  a  trim  youth  ? 

Mon ♦  Wcmuft  make  him  one  lacks >  tis  fuclia  fquab  as  thou 
n^ver  kweft;  fuch  a  lumpe,  we  may  make  what  we  will  of  him. 

Brit .  Then  fare  we  will  mak<#  mony  ofhim. 

Mon.  Well  faid  lacks  >  Springe  has  writ  mce  here  his  full 
defeription. 

2.  Scene  3. 

Mony-lacks>  Springe>  Hoydon ,  Coulter ,  Brittle-ware. 

J/?#.QLid  hce’s  come  already :  now  Mr.  Springe  ? 

Spri.  Icomctoprcfent  a  gentleman  to  you  fir. 

Mon .  How  a  gentleman  ?  will  you  abufe  me  ? 

Spri .  He  Andes  your  defeft  already  ;but  be  bold  fir ,  he  defircs 
to  be  a  Gentleman  fir;  and  ( tho*  he  be  but  courfe  mcttall.  yet  )  he 
has  that  about  him  which  with  your  hclpe  may  quickly  make 
him  a  clcare  Gentleman. 

Hoy.  I  have fourc  hundred  pounds  fir  5  and  I  brought  it  up  to 
towne  on  purpofe  to  make  my  felfe  a  clearc  gentleman  of  it. 

Mon.  It  was  well  brought  up  ;  it  appeares  alfo  that  you  have 
had  fome  breeding,  though  but  a  Yeomans  fonne. 

Hoy.  ’Tis  true,  I  have  a  little  learning  fir,  and  a  little  wit, 
though  laft  night  I  met  with  fome  upon  the  way  at  Hammer-Smith 
that  had  more  :  yet  I  had  enough  to  perceive  /  was  cheated  of  a 
matter  offeaven  pound  (  almoil  all  theodde  mony  I  had  about 
me)  at  my  Card  afore  thy  Card;  a  pox  take  the  whole  packe  on 
’em.  Sdaggers  if  ever  man  that  had  but  a  mind  to  be  a  Gentleman 
was  fo  noddy  poopt !  oh  how  I  could  chafe  to  thinke  on’t. 

Spr.  Oh  but  you  muftnot,  it  becomes  not  the  temper  of  a 
Gentleman. 

Hoy.  So  you  told  me;  then  I  thanke  you  friend. 

Spr,  Your  fmall  acquaintance  fir. 

"Da  Hoy, 
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Hoy,  I  have  had  more  acquaintance  where  I  have  found  Jeffc 
love,  and  Ithankeyou  agen  good  final!  acquaintance  :  you  told 
me  indeed  it  became  not  a  gentleman  to  crie  for  lofing  his  mony; 
and  I  told  you  then  >  that  l  ihould  ,  or  would  be  a  gentleman : 
Whereupon  Small  acquaintance  (becaule  I  was  refolv’d  to  play 
no  morej  yemadvis’d  me  to  giveover  ,*  and  you  told  me  you 
would  upon  our  comming  to  the  City ,  here  bring  mec  to  a 
Knight,  that  was  a  Gentleman-maker,  whom  I  conceive  this  to 
be, and  here  am  I,  and.  here  s  my  fourc  hundred  pound,  which  my 
man  has  here  drawne  up  to  Towne,and  here  I  meane  to  quarterir. 

Coal.  But  I  will  fee  what  penniworths  youbargaine  for  firft,by 
your  Madcrfhips  leave. 

Mon,  Drawne  and  quarter’d  1  you  have  a  wit  Sir,  I  find  that 
already. 

Hoy,  Yes  fir,  I  have  adowne  right  Country  wit, and  was  coun¬ 
ted  a  pretty  fparke  at  home.  Did  you  never  heare  of  little  T  im  of 
Tanton  t  But  I  now  meane  to  have  a  finicall  City  wit,and  a  luper- 
finicall  Court  wit  too,  before  I  lee  mine  V ncie. 

Mon ,  You  may  fir. 

Hoy .  And  be  able  to  jed  and  jeere  among  men  of  judgment : 
I  have  a  many  fmall  jells,  petty  Johns,  as  I  call  ’hem  ;  But  I  will 
haveaclubbing  wit,  and  a  drinking  wit  •  and  be  able  to  hold  play 
with  the  great  Poets  I  :  and  with  dry  jeds  to  maule  the  malli- 
part’d:  lefle rones  (that  held  thcmfelves  better  than  the  biggedj 
out  o’the  pit  of  wit  I,  before  I  fee  mine  uncle, 

Mon .  You  may  have  all  fir ,  if  you  quarter  your  foure  hundred 
pound  difcreetly  :  but  who  is  your  uncle  I  pray  ?  J 
Hoy.  For  that  you fhall  pardon  me,  till  I  am  a  Gentleman  i  But  / 
aifure  yo  uhe  is  a  great  geuleman  in  the  City  here  •  and  1  neither 
.mud  nor  dare  fee  him>  till  I  am  one  ar.  lead  :  and  J  will  tell  you 
prefently  how  I  meane  to  quarter  my  money. 

Coni.  They’ll  quarter  that  and  you  too,  ifl  zee  not  the  better 
to  the  matter,  > 

Mon.  Dod  thou  know  the  uncle  he  (peaks  of? 

Sp^  No,  nor  cannot  learnc  who  it  is  for  my  life, 

Bri\  Some  great  man  litre  that’s  alham’d  of  his  kindred  t  per¬ 
haps  fomcSuburbcJ  ud  ice,  that  fits  o’the  skirts  o’the  City,  and 
lives  by’t. 
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Mon ,  Well  (aid  ?ack^ 

Hoy .  Look  you  fir,  thus  had  I  caft  it  :  Small  acquaintance  pray 
doe  you  note  it  too :  I  love  your  advice,  that  at  firft  fight  of  mce 
( which  was  but  laft  nighty)  could  relieve  mefrom  Cheaters, 

Brit.  From  fomc  of  his  owne  companions  to  cheatc,  you  more 
hirrifclfc. 

Hoy .  The  firft  hundred  pound  to  be  for  the  making  of  mce  a 
gentleman  :  the  fecond  hundred  ihall  be  for  apparell. 

Spy,  He  fpeaks  halfe  like  a  gentleman  already. 

Brit .  Right,  there’s  halfe  difpos’d  of. 

Hoy .  The  third  hundred  Ilefpcnd  inplcafure  ;  harkelSmall 
acquaintance,  weTl  have  wenches.  »  ;  wbifper. 

Spr.  What  wants  he  ofa  gen  deman,  and  goc  na  further ,  but 
fave  the  laft  hund  red . 

Hoy .  Oh  Small  acquaintance,  thut  muft  walke  too :  but  all  for 
profit  tofupport  my'gcntility  hereafter.  vivu/i 

Spr.  As  how? 

Hoy.  I  will  be  cheated  of  it.  Mon.  How? 

Hoy .  Notin  grofie,but  by  rctaile,  to trye  mens  fcverall  wits, 
and  fo  learne  to  fliift  for  my  felfe  in  time  and  need  be. 

Brit.  Doe  you  heare  this  ?  *  - 

foul.  Theres  a  plot  now  ■ 

CWlon.  I  proteft  I  admire  him  :  J  never  found  like  Craft  in  a 
yeomans  fonne  before. 

Hoy .  No  words  on’t  J  befeech  you  fir ;  nor  name  that  foolifti 
word  Yeomans  fonne  any  more :  J  came  to  change  my  Coppy, 
and  write  Gentleman :  and  to  goc  the  nigheft  way  to  worke, 
my  Small  acquaintance  here  tells  me,  to  goe  by  the  Heralds  is  the 
fartheft  way  abou*.  •  '  * 

Mon.  Well  fir,we  will  take  the  fpeedieft  courfe  for  you  that 
may  be  pofiible. 

Brit.  The  fcafon  of  the  ycarc  ierves  moft  aptly  too  , 

Both  for  purging  and  bleeding  : 

Give  your  name  into  this  booke  fir. 

Hoy.  Timothy  Hoy den,  fir. 

Brit.  Timothy  Hoyden.  Write. 

Hoy.  But  muft  J  bleed  fir? 

Mon.  Yes,  you  muft  bleed  :  your  fathers  blood  muft  out 
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He  was  but  a  yeoman,  was  he  ? 

Hoy.  As  ranck  a  Clowne,qone  difprais’d  ,as  any  in  S ommerfu 

] hire .  .  ,  . 

Mon.  His  foule  rankc  bipod  of  Bacon  and  Peafc-porridgc  muft 
out  of  you  to  the  laft  dram,  * 

Hoy,  You  will  leave  me  none  in  my  body  then,  I  fhall  bleed 
to  death,  and  you  go  that  waytoworke. 

Spr.  Pcare  nothing  fir  :  your  blood  flialbe  taken  out  by  de¬ 
grees  ,  and  your  veines  roplenilh'd  with  pure  blood  ft  ill,  as  you 
loofethe  puddle. 

Hop.  How  muft  that  be  done  ? 

Coni.  I  that  ich  I  would  heare. 

$£on .  I  commend  you  that  you  feeke  reafon :  it  muft  bee  done 
by  meats  and  drinkes  of  coftly  price  *  Mufcadcll  caudcls,  jellies, 
and  cock-broaths.  You  fhall  eate  nothing  but  Shrimpc  porridge 
for  a  fortnight ;  and  now  and  then  a  Phcfants  egge  foopt  with  a 
Peacocks  feather.  I  that  muft  be  the  dyet. 

Hoy .  Delipatc 

£oul.  This  Hands  to  reafon  indeed . 

Mon ♦  Then  at  your  going  abroad >thc  firft  ayre  you  take  flialbe 
of  the  Afparagus  Garden,  and  you  (hall  feed  plentifully  of  that. 
Hoy  Of  the  ayre  do  you  meanc? 

Mon.  No  of  th*  Afparagus.  And  that  with  a  Concoftion  of 
Goates  milke,(halHct  you  an  end, and  your  blood  as  high  as  any 
Gentlemans  lineally  defeended  from  the  loyns  of  King  Cadwala - 
dtr< 

Hoy.  Excellent,  I  like  all  excellently  well,  but  this  bleeding. 

I  could  never  endure  the  fight  of  blood. 

Mon*  Thatfhewes  the  malignant  bafeneflfe  of  your  fathers 
blood  within  you « 

Hoy .  I  was  bewitch’d  I  thinkc  before  I  was  begot ,  to  have  a 
Ciovvne  to  my  father :  yet  fir  my  mother  laid  ftice  was  a  Gentle¬ 
woman.  _  > 

Spr.  Said  ?  W  hat  will  not  W omen  fa  y  ? 

Hoy.  Nay>  fmall  acquaintance,  (he  profeft  it  upon  her  Death¬ 
bed  to  the  Curate  and  divers  others, that  (he  was  filler  to  a  Gentle¬ 
man  herein  this  City  $  and  commanded  mce  in  her  Wilfand  up- 
ponherbleffing  ,  firft  to  make  my  felfc  a  Gentleman  of  goodfa- 

fhion. 
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fhion,  and  then  to  goe  to  tho  gentleman  my  uncle. 

Spr.  What  gentleman  is  that  ? 

Hoy.  I  mud  not,  nor  I  wo’not  tell  you  that,  till  I  am  a  gentle¬ 
man  tny  felfe :  would  you  ha*  me  wrong  the  will  o*  the  dead  ? 
Small  acquaintance,!  will  rather  dye aClowneas  lam  firft. 

Mon.  Be  content  fir  ;herc*s  halfe  a  labour  lav’d  •  you  fhall 
bleed  but  o*  one  fide ;  the  Fathers  fide  oncly. 

Hoy.  Sayyoufo? 

Mon .  The  Mother  vaine  fhall  notbeprickt. 

Hoy .  I  thanke  ycu.fi  r  : 

I  wou’d ’tweredone  once. 

Mon.  But  when  this  is  done, and  your  new  blood  infofed  into 
you, you  Fhall  mod:  eafily  iearne  the  manners  and  behaviour. 

Spr.  The  Look,  tKc  garbe,  the  congee — • 

Brit.  And  all  the  Complements  of  an  abfolutc  gentleman. 

Hoy.  O  brave  ! 

Mon,  For  which  you  (hall  have  bed:  inftru&ionsj 
You’le  runne  a  chargeable  courfe  in’t,  that  lie  tell  you : 

And  may  yet  if  you  pleafe  rctaine  your  money  5 
Croficyour  mothers  will  and  dye  a  Clownc. 

Hoy,  By  no  mcanes  fir* 

Coult.  1  begin  to  belceve  honeftly  of  the  Knight. 

Mon  Doe  you  note  this  skin  of  his  here  ? 

Brit.  Skin,  *ti$  a  hide  fir. 

Hoy  * Tis  fomewhat  thicke  and  foule  indeed  fir. 

Mon, v  He  mud  have  a  bath, and  that  will  be  more  charge. 

Spr,  Tis  pitty  he  fhould  be  Head. 

Hoy.  I  than  keyou  final  1  acquaintance ;  pray  let  me  have  a  bath, 
what  ere  it  coft  me,  rather  than  flea  me. 

Mon.  Well  fir,  this  houfe  fhall  be  your  lodging  ,  and  this  the 
Mr.  of  it,  an  excellent  Chyrurgeon,  and  expert  in  chefe  affaires, 
fhall  be  your  attendant- 

Hoy .  My  man  may  attend-  me  too,  rmy  he  not  ? 

Spr:  Yes,  by  all  meanes  and  fee  the  laying  out  of  your  money. 
F  out.  I  like  that  beft :  fure  they  are  honed;  men. 

Men .  Is  that  your  man  ?  what  does  he  weare  a  Coulter  by  his 
fide  ? 

'  Co  til.  No  fir,  my  name  is  Coulter  ,*  I  my  felfe  am  a  Coulter, 

•  and 
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and  this  is  but  my  Hanger  on,  as  I  am  my  Maders. 

Mon.Thou  maid  make  a  Country  gentleman  in  time,  I  fee  that 
by  thy  wit. 

Cml,  Ail  my  friends  will  be  glad  on’f, 

Mon .  Come  gentlemen,  lie  lead  you  the  way.  Ex% 

1  ■  w  1  „  :  :  .  '■  •"  . 

A  ft  2.  Scene  4. 

Touchwoody  Walter^  Gilbert ,  Samuel, 

j.  •  _  ■  ;  ■  m 

Touch,'Vyyt  how  can  youaffure  me  gentlemen  that  this  is  true? 

X3  Gtl.  We  iaw*t  not  aded  fir,  nor  had  reported  it, 

But  on  thofe  termes  of  honour  you  have  fworne  to  •  ’ . 

In  which  you  a  re  engaged  firft  to  forgive 
Your  fonne ;  then  never  to  revealc  to  friend, 

Or  foe,  the  knowledge  of  the  fad- 
Wat*  You  cannot  now  but  receive 
Your  forme  into  your  favour,  that  did  urge  him 
T o  doe  fome  outrage,  fome  villanous  fhame  or mifehiefe 
Jj  Vpon  that  Family  as  he  would  ihunne  your  curfe. 

Touch ,  This  is  a  mifehiefe  with  a  witneffetoit : 

He  has  done  it  home  it  feems. 

Gil ,  Sir,  can  a  fonne 
Doe  his  fathers  will  top  fully? 

Touch,  You  may  be  pleas'd  to  call  him.  Sxit  Wat, 

I  would  now  put  on  anger,  but  1  feare 
|  My  inward  joy's  too  great,  to  be  diffemblcd  : 

Now  for  a  ri  gid  bro  w  that  might  enable 
A  man  to  ftand  competitor  for  the  feate 

Ofauflere  judicc - -Are  you  come  to  boad  Enter  SamjVat. 

The  bravery  of  your  fad,  with  a  diffemblcd 
Shew  of  obedience  ;as  if  you  had  merited 
Porgiveneffcand  a  blefiing ;  when  my  (hame 
Tor  thy  lewd  adion  makes  me  turne  and  hide 
My  face  —  for  feare  my  laughter  be  defery’d.  afide  and  laugh, 

Gtl ♦  Pray  turne  not  from  him  fir. 

•  Touch,  1  have  heard  fir  ofyour  workmanftiip ;  but  may 
A  man  receive  it  on  your  word  for  truth  ? 

Sam,  Iti$toQtrue,unlcffeyouplcafeinmcrcy 
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To  pardon,  and  preferve  me  from  the  rigour 
Of  Juftice,  andthe  fharper  cenfiirc 
That  I  fhall  fuffer  in  all  good  opinion* 

Touch.  I  mcane  yoij  fhall  out  o’ the  noyfe  on*t  prefcntly 

So - there’s  a  hundred  peeces,  get  you  gone  ,• 

Provide  you  for  a  joutney  into  France, 

Beare  your  felfe  well, and  looke  you  come  not  home 
A  verier  Coxecombe  than  you  went  abroad  s 
Pray  weare  no  falling  bands  and  cuffes  above 
The'priccof  fuits  and  cloaks,  lead:  you  become 
The  better  halfe  undone  in  a  bout  at  Buffets. 

Sam.  I  hope  you  lhall  heare  well  of  me. 

Touch .  Amen. 

Sam.  Pray  bleflc  me  fir. 

Touch.  My  blcffing  be  upon  thee, 

Goe  getthecgone,tny  tenderneffe  will  (hew 
It  felfe  too  womanifh  clfe. 

<//7.  Good  neffe  of  nature. 

Wat.  We’ll  helpe  to  fet  you  forward.  Ex. 

Touch.  Thank  yee  gentlemen : 

Be  but  my  lbnne,thou  fhalt  not  want  a  father, 

Though  fomebody  muft  feeke  one :  hah  a, ha  ■■■■■ 

Ide  give  another  hundred  Peeces  now 
W ith  all  my  heart,  that  I  might  be  untonguc-ty’d, 

And  triumph  o*  re  my  adversary  now> 

And  dafh  this  bufinefle  in  his  angry  teeth  : 

Strike  Strikers  teeth  out  with  his  ownc  abufe : 

Perhaps  he  knows*  t  already,  if  he  does  ; 

I  may  take  noticc,and  make  bold  to  je ere  him : 

This  is  his  ufuall  walkc. 

Aft  2.  Scene  5. 

Striker,  Touch-wood \ 

Stri.  I  was  too  blame 
To  give  it  fe  much  credit  at  the  firft. 

As  to  be  troubled  at  it. 

Touch.  ’TistheRafcall. 

Stri.  That  he,  the  fonne  of  my  ddpight  and  fcorne, 
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Should  gaine  of  Fate  a  lot  to  fee  my  Neece, 

Much  lefts  a  face  to  aske  her  for  his  wife. 

Touch.  Perhaps  he’s  catting  of  his  will* 

Stri,  Yet  the  vexation  that  I  was  but  told  fo, 

Lyes  gnawing  in  myftomackc,  that  untill 
1  vomit  it  upon  that  Dung-hill  wretch; 

I  cannot  eate  nor  fleepetodoe  me  good. 

And  I  thanke  Chance  he’s  here. 

Touch .  He  comes,  and  fo  have  at  him. 

Stri .  Hum, hum, hum,  humlu 

Touch .  And  ha,  ha, ha  to  thee  old  puppy* 

A  ;  Stri.  Sirrah?  firrah  >  how  dar’ft  thou  keepc  a  fonne  that  dares 

but  looke  upon  my  Neece  ?  there  I  am  we’ yee  fir. 

Touch .  Sirrah,  and  firrah  to  thy  w  ithcr’d  jawes,  and  down  that 
wrinkled  throat  of  thine :  how  dar’ft  thou  think  a  fonne  of  mine 
dares  for  difplcafing  me, look  but  with  fouie  contempt  upon  thy 
|  loathed  iftue  ? 

Stri.  Impudent  villainc,  I  have  heard  he  has  feene  her. 

Touch .  Has  he  but  feene  her  ?  ha,  ha,  ha,  I  feare  l  fhall  out 
with  it :  I  would  not  be  forfworne :  ile  keep’t  in  iff  can. 

Stri,  Yes  Malipert  Jack,  I  have  heard  that  he  has  feene  her,  but 
I  better  hadft  thou  pift  him  ’gainft  the  wall ,  then  hee  prefume  to 

love  her  %  and  there  I  am  we’yee  fir. 

Touch •  Haft  thou  but  heard  he  has  feene  her  :  I  tell  thee  thou 
old  booby  thou ;  if  he  had  feen,felt,hcard,and  underftood  her :  nay 
had  he  got  her  with  child,  and  then  left  her,  he  were  my  fonne, 
and  I  would  cherifh  him. 

I  Stri .  Darft  thon  (peak  fo,  thou  old  Reprobate. 

1  Touch.  Thou  doft  not  heare  ine  fay  it  is  fo,  though  J  could  wifh 

it  were  with  all  my  heart  ,  becaufe  /  thinke  it  would  breaks 
thine. 

Stri.  Hugh,hugb,hugh.  Cough. 

Touch .  1  hope  l  fhall  keeps  it  within  the  compaffc  of  mine 
oath ;  yet  there  was  a  touch  for  him. 

*frr*.Oh  thou  hel-bred  Rafcali  thou;hugh,  hugh,  Cough  and  fpit. 

Touch .  So,  fo,  up  with  itA  Lungs,  Lights,  Liver,  and  all :  choake 
up  inachurlcs  name* 

Stri.  Hugh,  fiugb, . 


Touch 
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Toti  ch%  f  have  put  himinto  thefefits  forty  times  at  lead ,  anti 

not  without  hop:  it  will  thratlehimatlaft - -if you  do  break 

a  gut,  or  a  rib  or  two,  with  (training,  a  rope  will  be  your  onely 
remedy :  and  fo  /  leave  you :  by  the  way  you  have  not  heard  mee 
iay  that /know  any  thing  by  your  Neece  :  But  what  /  know  /le 
keep  to  my  felfe. 

Stri.  And  hang  thy  felfe ,  /  care  not  what  thou  know*!!:,  yet 
thus  farre  take  me  wc’yce  fir.  * 

Touch .  Notaftcp,unleffe/werefurc  /  were  going  to  the  dc- 
vill,  huh,  huh  s  no  fir,  you  (hall  not  trip  me  :  you  (hail  not  fetch 
it  out  of  me  :  tufti,  my  fonne’s  my  (bnne ,  and  keep  your  neece  to 
your  felfe,  huh,  and  if  (he  has  any  thing  of  his  you  may  keep  that 
too  huh  ;  and  fb  choake  up  againe  with  all  my  heart ,  and 
much  good  doe  it  you.  Exit* 

Stri .  Huh,  huh — hem  l  fo  he’s  gon,  the  villain’s  gone  in  hope 
that  he  has  kild  me,  when  my  comto  rt  is  he  has  recovered  mee  s 
/was  hcart-ficke  with  a  conceit  which  lay  fo  mingled  with  my 
Flcagmc  thar  /  had  perifhed,  if  /  had  not  broke  ic,and  made  111c 
(pit  it  out ;  hemh,  *ti s  gone,  and  ile  home  merrily. 

/  would  not  that  he  (hould  know  the  good  lie  has  done  me 
For  halfe  my  eftate  •  nor  would  /  be  at  peace  with  him 
To  fave  it  all :  His  malice  works  upon  me, 

Paft  all  the  drugs  and  all  the  Do&ors  Counfells, 

That  ere  /  cop’d  with  .•  he  has  bccne  my  vexation 
Thcfe  thirty  ycares  ;  nor  have  /h  ad  another 
Ercfince  my  wife  dy’d ;  if  the  Rafcall  knew’t. 

He  would  be  friends,  and  /  were  inftantly 
But  a  dead  man,  /  could  not  get  another 
To  anger  me  fo  handfomly. 


AEl  2.  Scene  6. 
Frifwood ,  Striker , 


Frit.  Ou  arc  welcome  home  fir. 


/met  with  my  Phyfitian, Dog- leech,  Touchwood ; 

And  clear’d  my  ftomacke,  and  now  /  am  light  at  heart. 
And  thou  (halt  heare  on*t  Fid  anon  perhaps. 


Stri .  And  merrily  too  Fid.  Hemh  light  at  heart. 


Frit,  You  are  the  better  able  then  to  heare 
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And  beare  whac  I  mufl  tell  you. 

Stri .  Where’s  my  Neece  ? 

How  does  (lie,  h3  ? 

Fnf,  As  well  as  a  young  woman 
In  her  cafe  may  doc  fir. 

Stri.  Ha  I  how’s  that? 

Fris,  Twill  out>  and  I  as  fit  to.  telTt  you  as  another. 

Stri.  Out  with  it  then* 

Fris .  Tis  tiue,  I  fac’d  youdownc  there  was  no  league 
Betvveene  young  Touch-wood^  and  yourNeccc,  in  hope 
To  turne  her  heart  from  himheforcthe  knowledge 
Of  any  thing  that  psft  fhould  be  a  griefe  to  you. ; 

But  fi nee  I  havedifcovcr’d  tis  too  late ; 

And  fhe  can  befit  bride  for  no  man  clfe. 

Stri.  He  has  not  laine  with  her,  has  he  ? 

Fris .  Yo  u  fpeakc  as  juft  as  Germans  lips. , 

Stru  I  hope  he  has  not  lipt  her  fo  : 

Prethce  what  canft  thou  mcanc  ? 

Frif.  Sir,  if  you  thin  ke 
The  knowledge  ofa  truth  of  this  fad  nature 
May  prejudice  your  health, by  drawing  a  Cholericke  fit  into  you, 
you  were  bell:  to  fend  for  your  Phyfitian ,  your  dog-leech  Touch - 
rvood^s you cal'd  him, to  breakeyour  bcdofFicagmc,by  laughing 
at  you. 

Stri .  What  doft  thou  meane  now,  I  have  asked  thee  twice. 
Fris. I  fay  young  Touch- wood  has  touch’d  ,and  clap’d  your  neece; 
Andf  which  is  worfej  withfeorne  and  fouledifiaine 
Has  left  and  quite  forfaken  ;  and  is  gone  : 
fThey  fay )  fent  by  his  father  to  travailc. 

Stri.  Twas  this  the  viilaine  hammer’d  on  to  d&y. 

When  he  fpokemyftically,doubtfull  words, 

Reflecting  on  this  mifehievous  fence  ;  Hell, hell, hell. 

Fris.  Twerc  good  you  would  forfake  the  thought  of  hell  fir, 
And  thinkeupon  fome  timely  courfe  tofave 
Her  credit, and  the  honour  ofyour  houfeby  marriage. 

Stri .  You  counfell  very  well; 

But  were  youprivy  in  their  loves  affaire  ? 

Fris.  Indeed  I  knew  too  much  on’t :  think  of  a  courfe  good  fir. 

.  Strii 
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Stri .  I  know  no  courfe  for  her  and  you  but  one. 

Young  whore  and  bawd,  and  that  is  inftam  ly 
To  pack  you  out  of  doores  to  feek  your  living, 

And  there  I  will  be  we’yee* 

Fris.  Sir  that  you  mull  not. 

Stri.  Sprecious  doft  thou  muft  me  in  mine  owne  houfe  ? 

Fits,  In  your  owne  houfefir, kill  us  ifyoupleale. 

And  take  the  finne  upon  you ;  but  out  ofit 
You  muft  not  dare  to  thruft  us  with  your  (hame : 

Which  I  will  fo  divulge,  as  you  ihaU  finde 
Y our  houfe  to  be  no  fanduary  for  your  fclfe  • 

And  there  ile  be  with  you. 

Stti .  Thisislufty. 

Fris .  Confider  wifely  that  I  know  you  fir. 

And  can  make  foule  relation  of  fome  pafiages 
That  you  will  fhamc  to  heare. 

Stri,  Hold  your  peace. 

Fris.  Remembei*fir,  nearc  thirty  yeares  agoe. 

You  had  a  fifter,  whpfe  great  marriage  portion 
Was  in  yoqr  hands  :  good  gentlewoman,  (lie 
Ynfortunately  loving  a  falfe  Squire, 

Juft  as  your  Ncecc  hath  now,did  get  a  clap 
You  know  fir  what  /  meane, 

Stri .  You’ll  hold  your  peace  ? 

Fris.  1  lc  fpeake  it  though  I  dye  forY ;  better  here 
Than  in  a  worfe  place  :  So  clapt  /  lay  Jhe  was, 

I  know  not  yet  by  whom  you  doe,  and  beare 
An  inward  grudge  againft  fome  body  to  this  houre  for’t. 
But  to  my  ftory,  good  gentlewoman  fhe 
Was  by  your  moft  unbrotherly  cruel l-ufage 
Thruft  out  a  doores,  as  now  you  threaten  us  : 

And  miferably  big* bellied  as  fhe  was 
Leaving  her  moft  unjuftiy  detain’d  her  portion 
In  your  fallc  hands,  forfooke  you  and  the  towne, 
Toflietheaire,  where  her  difgrace  was  fpread  : 

Some  jewells  and  fome  gold  (Vie  had  conceaTd  : 

But  to  what  part  o’  ,  h’  world  fheetookwe  know  not, 
Nor  did  you  ever  care,  but  wifht  her  out  on*t, 
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By  any  defpcrate  end,  after  her  flight 
From  portion,  blood  and  name ;  and  fo  perhaps 
Immediately  (lie  was  ffor  which,  this  judgement 
Is  juftly  falne  upon  you. 

Stri .  Yet  hold  thy  peace, 

Fr*s  *  Neither  by  threats,  nor  bribes*  nor  all  perfwafton. 

Untill  you  take  your  Neece  into  your  care : 

What  will  the  world  fay  when  it  heares  this  ftory 
Of  your  owne  natura  11  lifter,  and  your  cruelty, 

When  you  (hall  fecond  it  with  your  Neeces  (hame  ? 

Stri .  1  never  was  fo  mated ,  fo  aftoni  fhed . 

Fris.  Nay,  more  than  this,old  Striker,  ile  impeach 
Youfor  foule  incontinence  ;and  (haking  your 
Old  Bullion Tronkes  over  my  Trucklcbed. 

Stri.  Thou  art  not  defperate  !  wilt  thou  (hame  thy  felfe  ? 

Fris .  I  value  neither  (hame,  nor  name,  nor  fame  5 
And  wealth  1  have  none  to  lofe ;  you  have  enough 
To  pay  for  all  /  take  it. 

Stri .  Ohlamficke. 

Fris .  Be  of  good  chccre,  ile  fend  for  your  Phyfitian. 

Stri.  Sickc,  (icke  at  heart ;  let  me  be  had  to  bed.  Exit. 

Fris.  /hope  /  have  laid  the  heat  of  his  feverity, 

So  fometimes  great  offences  paffe  for  none, 

When  fevere  Iudges  dare  not  heare  their  owne.  Ex. 


A&  3.  Scene  1. 


Enter  (fardner,  and  Martha  his  wife. 

G*r,  T)Ray  lets  agree  upon’ t  good  wife  ,  you  are  my  wife  / 
jL  take  it,  and  /(hould  have  the  command,  yet  1  entreatc, 
.  and 
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and  am  content  you  fee. 

OMat,  And  fo  would  any  man  /  thinke  that  has  fuch  a  help 
and  commingsin  by  his  wife  as  you  have  :  tis  .  not  your  durty 
Sparagus,  your  Artichoaks ,  yourCarpes,  your  Tulips,  your 
Strawberries ,  can  bring  you  in  five  hundred  pound  a  yeare, 
if  my  helping  hand,  and  braine  too  were  not  in  the  bufineffe? 

Gar.  Let  us  agree  upon  t  :and  two  or  three  y  cares  toyle  more, 
while  ourtrade  is  in  requeft  and  fa(hion,will  make  us  pur  cha¬ 
fers.  I  had  once  a  hops  to  have  bought  this  Manner  ofMarfhland 
for  the  rclemblance  it  has  to  the  Tow  Country  foyle  you  came 
from,  to  ha*  made  you  a  Banke-fideLady*  We e  may  in  time 
befomewhat.  But  what  did  you  take  yefterday  Mat  in  ail, what 
had  you, ha? 

(Mat,  Poore  pidling  doings  $  fomc  fours  and  twenty  pound. 

Gar*  What  did  the  rich  old  Merchant  (pend  upon  the  poore 
young  gentlemans  wife  in  the  yellow  bed-chamber  ? 

Mat*  But  eight  and  twenty  (hillings,  and  kept  the  roome  al- 
moft  two  houresj  /  had  no  more  of  him. 

Gar .  And  what  the  Knight  with  the  broken  Citizens  wife(that 
goes  fo  Lady  like )  in  the  blew  bed-chamber. 

Mat ♦  Almofl  foure pound. 

Gar .  That  was  pretty  well  for  two. 

Mat.  But  her  husband,  and  a  couple  of  ferving-men  hadadifh 
of  Sparagus,  and  three  bottles  ofwine,befides  the  broken  meate 
into  one  o*the  Arbors. 

Gar .  Every  thing  would  live  Mat  :  but  here  will  ,be  great 
Courtiers  and  Ladyes  to  day  you  (ay. 

Mat .  Yes  they  fent  lad  night  to  befpeake  a  ten  pound  dinner, 
but  /halfe  feare  their  comming  will  keep  out  fome  of  our  more 
conftant,  and  more  profitable  cuftomers. 

Gar*  Twill  make  them  the  more  eager  to  come  another  time 
then  c Mat.  Ha*  they  paid  their  reckoning  in  the  Parlour  ? 

c Mat*  Yes,  but  hutchingly,  and  are  now  going  away. 

,,  /  AEl  3.  Scene  2. 

Cjentli  man  and  Gmilcw oman  to  them ,  , 

»  ,  ‘  »  V 

*'•  «'>*|  I  f  «  ; 

(jar.  O  here  they  arc  going. 

Qent* 
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Gent.  Iproteft  Mr.Gardner  your  wife  is  too  deare:  Sixteene 
(hillings  for  a  difh  of  Sparagus,  two  bottles  of  wine,  and  a  Mttle 
Sugar,  I  wonder  how  you  can  reckon  it. 

t Mat,  That  was  your  reckoning  in  all  fir  ;  wee  make  no  ac¬ 
count  of, particulars ,  but  all  to  Mall,  as  they  doe  in  the  Nether¬ 
lands. 

Gent.  Your  Dutch  account  Mrs.  is  too  high  for  us  to  trouble  you 
any  more.  * 

c JMat.  That's  as  you  pleafefir,a  fairs  day  after  you :  Sx.Gen. 
Who  would  be  troubled  with  (uch  pinching  guefts? 

Gar.  tis  good  to  ruifreckon  filch  to  be  rid  of’hem. 

Mat.  They  are  ee’n  as  welcome  asthe  Knight  that  comes  hither 
alone  alwayes  >  and  walkes  about  the  garden  here  halfe  a 
day  together  ,  to  feed  upon  Ladycs  lookes  ,  as  they  paffe 
to  and  fro  ;  the  peeping  Knight,  what  doe  you  call  him  ? 

Cfar%0  Sir  ^Arnold  Cautious. 

Mat .  You  may  call  him  Cautious,  I  never  (aw  five  (hillings  of 
his  money  yet. 

Gar.  No,  he^omes  but  to  feed  his  eye,  as  you  fay, with  leering 
at  good  faces, and  peeping  at  pretty  infteps. 

Mat.  Sir  Hitgh-CMoney-lacke ,  our  gather-gueft  as  we  call  him, 
fends  us  no  (uch  dull  cuftomers  2  O  that  good  Gentleman  !  never 
did  any  Taverne,  Jnne,  or  new  Ordinary  give  tribute  to  a  more 
d  eferving  gentleman - oh  here  come  gallants. 

A$  3.  Scene  3. 

Enter  gilbert ,  Wat^  and  Sam  (  difguis' d)  to  them. 

Three,  and  nc’rc  a  woman  l  ftrange  !  thefe  arc  not  the  Courtiers 
wee  look  for. 

Gtl.  This  is  his  daily  haunt :  I  warrant  thee  we  find  him. 

Wat.  And  it  fliall  takc>ne*re  feare  it  Sant* 
gil.  By  yourlewe  Mr.  and  Mrs.  or  rather  Lord  and  Lady  of  the 
new  plantation  here. 

Wat  Nay  Prince  and  Princdfe  of  the  Province  of  Afparagns. 
Sam.  The  J'fland  of  two  Acres  here  ,  more  profitable 
than  twice  two  thoufand  in  the  Tens, till  the  drainers  have  dofie 
there. 


Mat* 
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CMat .  You  arcpleafant  gentlemen :  what  h  your  pieafurc  > 

Gil.  Saw  you  Sir  t Ant  fid  Cautious  here  to  day  ? 

Mat.  Not  yet  fir. 

Git.  Ha'  you  a  roome  i’  your  houfefor  us  ? 

Mat .  Have  you  any  more  company  to  come  to  you  ? 

Wat.  Yes , we  expedfome  gentlemen. 

c Mat.  Gentlemen  did  you  (ay  ? 

G7/.  Yes  indeed  gentlemen,  no  gentlewomen  I  aflurc  you. 

Mat.  Inttuth  fir  all  the  roomes  within  arc  gone, 

G it.  W  hat  they  arc  not  gone  abroad ,  arc  they  ? 

Mat.  You  are  alwayespleafant  fir  1 1  meanc  they  arc  all  ta¬ 
ken  up. 

gil.  There  are  feme  taken  up  in  ’hemjis’t  not  fo  ? 

Mat .  Still  you  are  plcafant  fir  :  they  are  indeed  belpokcn  for 
great  Courtiers,  and  Ladyes  that  arc  to  dine  here. 

Gar.  If  you  will  beftow  yourfclves  in  the  garden,  and  make 
choife  of  your  Arbour :  you  (hall  have  the  beft  cheer  the  hoafe  can 
afford  yee,  and  you  are  welcome. 

git.  Be  it  fo  then  ;  lets  walkc  about  gentlemen. 

Pray  fend  us  fomc  wine. 

Wat.  And  a  difh  of  your  Sparagus. 

Mat ,  You  (hall  have  it  gentlemen.  Exit. 

Gil .  Did  you  note  the  wit  o'thc  woman  ? 

Wat.  I,  becaufc  we  had  no  wenches  we  muft  have  no  chamber- 
roome,  for  feareihe  difappoynt  fomcvthat  may  bring  >hem. 

Sam*  Shee  fpake  of  great  Courtiers  and  Ladyes  that  are  to 
come, 

Wat.  Some  good  ftufle  perhaps. 

Gil.  Why  I  aflure  you,  right  noble,  and  right  vertuous  perfons, 
and  ofboth  fexes  doe  frequent  the  place. 

Sam.  And  I  affurc  you,  as  ignoble  and  vicious  doe  peftcr  it  too 
much  5  and  thefc  that  relpedi  profit  meerely  have  not  the  wit, and 
leflfe  the  vertue  to  diftinguifh  betwixt  the  beft  and  the  word,  but 
by  their  purfcs. 

Wat.’Tis  enough  for  them  to  weed  their  gardenmot  their  gueftss 
O  here  comes  our  collation. 
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All  3.  Scene  4, 

Enter  two  boyes ,  they  cover  aTable*  two  bottles  of  wine^ 
Difies  of  Sugar ,  and  adipi  of  SpAragus, 

Gil*  A  Nd  what’s  the  price  of  this  feaft  boy  ? 

Hoy.  Plaid  ill Moofieur. 

Gif  What  art  thou  a  French-man  ? 

Hoy,  No,  I  tooke  you  for  one  lir,to  bargainc  for  your  meate  be¬ 
fore  you  eate  it , .  that  is  not  the  generous  Englidi  fafhion,  you 
ftiall  know  anon  fir. 

*  Gil,  Goe  get  you  gone  with  your  wit,  and  tell  your  prodigall 
fooles  fo. 

Wat,  Goe,  we1 11  call  when  we  want  attendance*  Ex,  Boy , 

Gil,  Sam  you  arc  too  fad  ;  let  not  your  dilguifc  alter  you  with  us ; 
Come  here’s  a  health  to  the  Hans  in  Kelder ,  and  the  mother  of 
the  boy, if  it  prove  (b.  t: 

Sam,  lie  pledge  it. 

Wat,  We  want  Sir  Hugh  Mony~Ucke  here  to  difcourle  the 
vertues  of  this  precious  plant  Afparagus ,  and  what  wonders  it 
bath  wrought  in  Burgundy*  Almawe*  ^talyy  and  Languedoc  before 
the  herborifts  had  found  the  skill  to  plane  it  here. 

Sam,  What’s  he  to  whom  weefeeke  ? 

Wat,  Who  mine  Vncle,  Sir  Arnold  Cautious  •  he’ll  come,ne’re 
doubt  hinajhe  feldom  miflesa  day  to  pry  and  piere  upon  the  beau¬ 
ties  that  come  to  walks  here. 

Gil ;  Tisfuch  a  Knightling,  lie  but  give  yec  his  Chara&er^and 
and  he  comes  I  warrant  thee he  is  an  infinite  admirer  of  beauty, 
and  dares  not  touch  a  woman  :  he  is  aged  about  fifty, and  a  batche- 
lour  :  he  defies  wedlocks,  becaufe  he  thinkes  there  is  not  a  mai¬ 
den-head  in  any  marriagablc  beauty  to  be  found  among  Wo¬ 
men.  #  U 

Sam,  Yet  youfay  he  is  an  admirer  and  hunter  after  the  fight 
of  beauty* 

6VA  ,  He  gets  a  crick  in  his  neck  oft-times  with  fquintingup  at 
wmdowes  and  Belconfes  ;  and  as  he  walkes  the  ftrects,he  peepes 
on  both  fides  at  faire  br calls  and  faces , as  he  wrere  fecking  Birds- 
nefts ;  and  followes  pretty  feet  and  infteps  like  a  hare  tracker. 

.  Wat, 
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'  Wat.  ThUisftill  mine Vncle* 

Gil.  And  when  he  fees  a  Coach  of  Ladies  about  to  alight,  lice 
makes  a  (land,  in  hope  to  fee  a  delicate  legge  flip  through  a  lac’d 
fmockc,  which  if  he  chance  to  difeover  he  drivells. 

Sam.  Wdl,  how  your  plot  may  hold  to  my  purpofe  I  cannot 
fee  she  is  theunlikelieft  mantohave  a  wench  put  upon  that  you 
can  mention. 

Gil.  I  grant  the  attempt  is  hard,  but  the  higher  will  be  the  at- 
chicvement  :truft  my  experience  Sam  :  for  as  in  every  inftru- 
ment  arc  all  tunes  to  him  that  has  the  skill  to  find  out  the  flops, fo 
in  every  man  there  are  all  humours  to  him  that  can  find  their 
faqflet$,and  draw  ’hem  out  to  his  purpofe. 

Wat.  Fearc  not  the  plot,  as  we  have  call  it,  nor  the  perfor¬ 
mance  in  the  Comedy ,  though  againft  mine  owne  Naturall 
Vncle. 

Gtl.  thy  unnaturall  Vunclc  thou  would’fl:  %  j  hee  ne’re  did 
thee  good  in’s  life :  Aft  but  thine  owne  part,  and  be  not  out  Sam, 
and  fearc  nothing. 

Wat,  He’s  fbmewhat  too  yongto  adarorer  s  but  what  lads 
have  we  feene  paffe  for  fouldiers  ? 

A  El  3.  Scene 

Enter  three  Co  artier  s  and  Ladies  :  CatttioHS  aloof e. 

Sam .  O  here  come  the  great  guefts. 

Gil.  And  thefc  are  noble  ones  indeed  ;  thefc  are  Courtiers 
Clinquant,and  no  counterfeit  fluffe  upon  ’hem:  I  know  ’hem  all, 
every  Lady  with  her  owne  husband  too  :  what  a  vertuous  honefi 
age  is  this  rand  fee  if  thine  Vncle  bee  not  at  his  old  game, 
bopeepe  i’the  taile  of ’hem.  Hee  fhall  follow  ’hem  no  fur¬ 
ther  :  Sir  Arnold  Camions ,  Noble  Knight  you  are  well  en¬ 
counter’d.  Ex.  Court. 

Cam.  Good  Mafic r  (jold  rt>yer>  doe  you  know  thefc  Ladies;  or 
be  they  Ladycs,  ha  ? 

{y*7.  Yes,  and  noble  ones ,  the  three  Graces  of  the  Court ,  the 
Lady  Stately,  the  Lady  Handfome,  and  the  Lady  peerelefle  ,  doc 
not  you  know  ’hem? 

Cant.  No  not  L 

'¥  2 


Gil. 
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gil.  How  the  Have  twitters ;  you  look  not  up  at  greatncs>  you 
mind  too  much  the  worldly  things  that  arc  beneath  you  :  if  you 
had  fuch  a  Lady  under  you, (of  your  owne  1  meane  )  you  would 
mind  her. 

Cant.  Oh  fie,  fie,  fie. 

Gil.  Lookeno  more  aft.  r  ’hem  ,  they  are  gone  :  befides  they 
are  vertuous,  and  too  too  great  for  you  :  when  will  you  get  a 
convenient  wife  of  your  owne,  to  work  out  the  dry  itch  ofaftale 
Batchelour  ? 

Qant.  Goe,  goe,  you  are  a  wag,  I  itch  not  that  way. 

Gil.  W ill  you  goe  this  way  with  me  then, and  heare  what  I  wil 
fay  to  you  ? 

('aut.  With  all  my  hcart,I  am  free  from  bufinefle. 

Gil.  You  have  a  Nephew,  whofe  fiftcr  I  marryed  ,  a  vertuous 
w  ife  ftie  is,  and  I  love  him  the  better  for’c ;  he  is  a  younger  bro¬ 
ther,  and  borne  to  no  great  fortune  :  now  you  are  very  rich  ,  a 
Batchelour,and  therefore  I  thinke  childlefie— — 

Cant.  Introth  Mr.  Gold- wyer  you  mult  pardon  mee  ,  I  may 
not  ftay  with  you  I  had  alimoft  forgot  a  moft  important  bufi- 
neffe. 

Sam.  Ee’n  now  he  had  none. 

Gil.  Nay  good  Sir  Arnold  Cantionsyon  know  not  what  lie  fay. 

Cant.  May  he  is  an  unthrift,  a  Squanderer;and  muft  not  expe& 
fupplyes  from  me. 

Gil.  He  does  not,  (hall  not,  riot  to  the  value  of  a  token  :  pray 
ftay, and  heare  me  fir ;  tis  no  ill  ayreto  ftay  in. 

Cant.  I  witball  my  hceart  good  Mr. Gold- wyer  -  Hike  the  aire 
well,  and  your  motion  hitherto. 

Gil  Will  you  be  pleas’d  to  doe  your  kinfman  the  favour  to  fur¬ 
ther  him  in  a  match  ;  I  mean  an  honeft  lawfiill  marriage  match — • 
but  ivith  your  countenance,  and  a  good  word  at  moft* 

Cant.  The  moft  unthankfull  office  in  the  world  :  pray  uft  fome 
other  friend  in’t :  indeed  I  ftay  too  long. 

gil.  Heare  but  who  it  is  that  he  loves,  how  likely  he  is  to  ob- 
taine,  what  abundant  profit  the  match  may  bring  him ,  and  the 
defperate  undoing danger  he  falls  into  if  hebe  not  matched,  and 
then  doe  your  pleadire* 

Cant.  W  hy  what  new  danger  is  he  toward s, more  than  the  old 
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ill  company  he  was  wont  to  keep? 

( Jil .  Oh  fir,  he  is  now  in  league  with  a  companion  more  d  read- 
foil  than’hem  all,  a  fellow  thac  is  in  partaPoet,  and  inparta 
Souldier. 

Caut>  Bounce,  bounce. » 

Gil .  You  hav  e  hit  upon  his  name  :  his  name  is  Bounce,  do  you 
know  him  fir? 

Cant,  Not  I,  nor  defirc  acquaintance  with  either  of  his  qua¬ 
lities. 

Gil .  He  is  a  gentleman  lir,  that  has  been  upon  fome  unfortunate 
latefervices,  that  have  not  anfw.er’d  his  meritr 

Cant .  And  now  he  is  come  home  to  right  himfelfe,by  writing 
his ownc meritorious a&s,  is  he? 

Cjil.  Good  introth,  I  wifh  you  would  fee  *hcm  ,  to  come  over 
’hern  with  a  jeere  or  two  ;  I  know  you  are  good  at  it  :  They  are 
in  an  Arbour  here  ciofe  by,  drinking  to  their  Mufes  ,  and  glori¬ 
fying  one  another  for  cithers  excellency  in  the  art  moil  Poe¬ 
tically. 

Cant .  Glorifiedoeyoufay  ?  I  have  heard  Poetsthemoft  en¬ 
vious  det  ra<flors  of  one  another  of  all  Creatures,  next  to  the  very 
Bcggers. 

Gil,  Abroad  perhaps  and  afunder,but  together  there’s  nofuch 
amity  :  You  never  faw  hem  drinkc ;  pray  fee  5  hem  fir,it  may  take 
your  Nephew  off  of  his  Ningle,  who  hath  infeded  him  with  Poe¬ 
try  already  :  and  twenty  to  one, if .he  faile  in  the  match, which  I 
was  about  to  mention  ;  he  will  winne  him  away  to  the  wars  too, 
and  then  he  may  be  loft  for  ever. 

C^.Good  Mr.Gold-wyer  goe  you  to  your  company5I  am  not  a 
man  of  reckoning  amongft  fuch  •  befides  I  feldome  drink  betwixt 
meales. 

Wat .  Athis  owne  coft  hemeanes* 

Gil.  I  commend  your  temper  :you  fhall  not  bee  in  the  recko¬ 
ning  $  but  I  befeechyou  let  meprevaile  with  you :  See,  wee  arc 
upon  hem  :fave  you  Gentlemen  :  I  have  brought  you  a  noble 
friend,  your  uncle  :  I  know  he  is  welcome  to  you  brother  Wat  • 
and  you  l  amfure  will  make  him  fo  Mr.  Bounce  :  when  you  fhall 
heare  he  is  an  admirer  of  Poetry  and  warre. 

Cant,  Even  a  far  re  offi  afture  yee  .*  I  never  durft  approach  near 

F  3  the 
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'  tbs  fury  of  either  of  the  fiery  qualities. 

Sam.  It  is  your  modefty,not  feare  that  keeps  you  at  diftance  I 
imagine. 

Cam.  Poets  may  imagine  any  thing  :  imagination  is  their 
wealth,  fome  of  ‘hem  would  be  but  p«ore  clfe  :  arc  you  turnM 
Poet  Nephew  ? 

Wat.  For  my  private  recreation  fir. 

Cam .  What  by  writing  Verfes  to  win  fome  Miftrefles  to  your 
private  recreation :  meaneyotifo  * 

Sam.  Yon  dare  not  fir  blaipheme  the  vertuous  ufe 
Offacred  Poetry,  nor  the  fame  traduce 
Of  Poets,  who  not  alone  immortall  be, 

But  can  give  others  immortality. 

Poets  that  can  men  into  ftars  tranflatc, 

Andhurle  mendowne  under  the  fccte  of  Fate : 

Twas  not  Achilles  fword,  but  Homers  pen, 

That  made  brave  Hettor  dye  the  beft  of  men : 

And  if  that  power  full  Homer  like  wife  wou*d, 

Hellen  had  beene  a  hagge,and  Troy  had  ftood. 

GiL  Well  laid  Poet,  thou  tumbled  out  old  ends  as  well  as  the 
beftof’hem.  *  •  .  r  ; .  V-f**--; 

Sam.  Poets  they  are  the  life  and  death  of  things, 

Queens  give  them  honour, for  the  greateft  Kings 
Have  bin  their  fubjefts. 

Cam .  Enough,  enough ;  you  arc  the  firft  good  Poet  that  e’re  I 
faw  weare  io  good  a  Countenance  Heave  it,  I  would  not  have  a 
gentleman  meddle  with  Poetry  for  lpoyling  of  his  face :  youfel- 
domc  fee  a  Poet  look  out  at  a  good  Vifnomy. 

Sam.  Think  youfo  fir  ? 

Cam.  Yes,  and  thatitisaPoeticall  Policy,  where  the  face  is 
naturally  good  without  fpot  or  blcmilh,  to  deface  it  by  drinking, 
or  wenching,  to  get  a  name  by’t. 

Sam.  A  death  deferving  fcandall. 
j  Gil .  Hold, hold. 

Sam.  Thy  malice^nd  thy  ignorance 
Have  doom'd  thee. 

Gil .  Gentlemen  what  meaneyee  > 

Wa\  My  blood  mu  ft  not  endure  it. 


They  fcuffle ,  and  Wat 
thrones  Sam,  and  of¬ 
fers  to  ft  ah  him.  GiL 
holds  his  Dagger. 


Gil 


The  Sparagns  Carden. 

Git.  You  have  wrong’d  us  all, and  me  the  mod. 

Wat,  The  wrong  is  cbiefely  mine  $  yet  you  adde  to  it 
By  hindring  my  juft  vengeance* 

S am.  lie  find  a  time  to  right  you*  or  my  felfe.  Exit ♦ 

Wat.  My  next  fight  of  thee  is  thy  death  : 

I  feare  you  are  hurt  fir ;  are  you, pray  fir  tell  me  > 

Cant,  Let  me  firft  admire  thy  goodneffe  and  thy  pitty  : 
Myowne  truenaturall  Nephew. 

Cjd  Nowitworkes. 

Cant.  I  now  confide r,  and  will  anfwer  thee 
Inafullmcafureoftrue  gratitude. 

Wat.  But  good  fir  are  you  not  hurt  ?  if  you  bleed,  I  bleed  with 
you. 

Cant.  Oh  fincere  Nephew,  good  boy  I  am  not  hurt, 

Nor  can  /thinkeofhurt*  my  thoughts  are  bent* 

Upon  thy  good ;  you  were  (peaking  of  a  choyfe  fir. 

My  Nephew  would  be  matcht  to,  let  me  know  the  party. 

Gil .  W ill  you  fir  ftand  his  friend  ? 

Cant.  Let  me  but  know  the  party  and  her  friend. 

And  inftantly  about  it* 

Gil.  He  is  catch’ d. 

Wat.  How  am  1  hound  to  you  1 

Cant.  Nephew  1  am  yet  bound  to  thee,  and  (nail  not  reft  till  I ' 
am  difiingag’d  by  doing  this  office  for  thee :  what  is  (he,  let  me 
know  ? 

Gil.  Sir,  as  we  walk  you  fhall  know  all  rile  pay  the  reckoning 
within  as  we  patfe. 

Cant.  But  by  the  way  Nephew,!  in  uft  bind  you  from  Poetry. 

Wat .  For  a  Wife  you  dial l  (ir. 

Gih  Poetry,  though  it  be  of  a  quite  contrary  nature, is  as  pretty 
a  jewellas  plaine  deal  ng,  but  they  that  ule  ic  forget  the  Pro¬ 
verb.  .  '  ■  Bx. 

Aft  7.  Scene  6. 


Enter  Courtiers  and  Ladyts^ 


('Feaft, 


1  Madams)  novv  if  yob  pi  cafe  after  your  garden 

V^/To  exercifeyour  numerous  feet,and  tread 
A  curious  knot  upon  this  grafiie  fquare  5 


You 


The  Sparagus  Gar  deft.  ' 

S  ou  fhall  frefli  vigour  adde  unto  the  spring. 

And  double  the  encreafe5fweetnefleand  beauty 
/  Of  every  plant  and  flower  throughout  the  garden. 

1  Lad*  If  /  thought  fo  nay  Lord,  wc  would  not  doe 
Such  precious  worke  for  nothing  ;  we  would  be 
Much  better  hufwifes,and  compound  for  (hares 
O’th’gardncrs  profit. 

2  La.  Or  at  leaft  hedge  in 
Out  Sparagus  dinner  reckoning. 

2  Conr ,  I  commend  your  worldly  providence  : 

Madam,  fitch  good  ladies  will  never  dance 
Away  their  husbands  Lands. 

i  Cour.  But  Madams  will  yee  dance  ? 
i  La.  Not  to  improve  the  garden  good  my  Lord, 

A  little  for  digeftion  if  you  plcafe* 

I  Ccur.  Mufickcrplay.  The  Dance* 

x  Couy .  You  have  done  Nobly  Ladycs,  and  much  honour’d 
This  pecce  of  earth  here,  with  your  gracfcfull  footing. 

I  La.  By  your  faire  imitation,good  my  Lords. 

^  x  Cour.  May  the  example  of  our  harmlefie  mirth 
And  Civil  1  recreation  purge  the  place 
Ofallfoule  purpofes. 

I  La.  Tis  an  honeft  wiili : 

But  willies  weed  no  gardens ;  hither  come 
Some  wicked  ones  they  fay. 

1  Qoar.  Wefeeknot  to  abridge  their  priviledgej 
Nor  can  their  ill  hurt  us ;  we  are  fafe. 

x  La.  But  let  us  walke,  the  time  ofday  calls  hence.  \ 

x  Cour .  Agreed.  Exeunt . 

Aft  3.  Scene  7. 

UWonej'»Ucke>  Hojden ,  Springe ,  'Erittle-yvareiRebeccaiCoHlte7\ 

I  n 

11 11  ff 

SMon. Ouare  now  ’welcome  to  th’  Alparagus  Garden  Land- 
I  lady. 

Rtb.  I  havebeene  long  a  comming  for  all  my  longings  *:  but 
now  /  hope  I  fhall  have  my  belly  full  on’t.  i 
Mon<  That  you  (hall,  feare  net. 


Sfaragus; 

Reb,  Would  I  were  at  it  once. 

Mon ,  Wcll,bccaufc fhc dcfircs  to  bee  private ,  goe  in  with 
your  wife  Mr.  Brittlewarei take  a  roome^  call  for  a  feaft,  and  fatif- 
tic  your  wife, and  bid  the  Mrs;  of  the  houft  to  provide  for  us. 

*Brit.  I  willfir.  Ex.  Brit*  wife, 

Mon.  And  how  doe  you  fecle  your  felfe  Mrt  Hoyden  after  your 
bleed  ing,purgi  rig, and  bathing, the  killing  of  yourgrofle  humors 
by  yourfpare  dyet5arid  your  new  infufion  of  pure  blood  ,  by  your 
queint  feeding  on  delicate  meates  and  drinks?  how  doc 
you  feele  your Iclfc  ? 

Hoy.  Marry  I  feele  that  I  am  hungry,  and  that  my  (hrimpedyet 
and fippings have almoft  famifticd  me,  and  my  purfe  too ;  ilid  I 
dare  bcjfworne,  as  I  am  almoft  a  gentleman,  that  every  bit  and  c- 
very  (poonfoll  that  I  have  fwallowcd  thefe*ten  d^yes,  has  coft  me 
ten  (hillings  at  leaft, 

Spr.  Ts  it  polfible  that  you  can  confider  this  ,  and  bee  almoft  a 
.gentleman  ?. 

Hoy.  Small  acquaintance  I  doe  not  lye  to  you  s  truth’s  truth,as 
well  iaa  Gcntlcman'as;a  begger,  for  I  am  both  almoft,  and  per¬ 
haps  not  the  firft  that  can  write  fo.  * 

Spr.  Doe  you  note  how  his  wit  rifes  ? 

Hoy.  There’s  one  of  my  hundred  pounds  gone  that  way,  all  but 
thefe  twelve  pieces. :  ,  , 

(foul.  You  fee  now  what  a  finehand  you  have  mad  cof  your  mo¬ 
ney,  fince  you  got  it  out  of  my  clutches. 

Hoy.  Then  there’s  my  apparel^  a  hundred  pound  went  all  in  * 
three  fiiits,  of  which  this  is  the  beft. 

Spr.  But  what  doe  you  thinkc  of  your  wit  hundred  pound  ? 

Hoy .  Marry  I  thinke  that  was  the  beft  laid  out:for  by  it  I  have 
got  wit  enough  tohnow  that  I  was  as  cleerely  cofen'd  of  it  ay 
heart  can  wim :  o*  my  foulc  and  confcicnce,  and  as  1  am  almoft  a 
gentleman,  and  a  man  had  come  to  London  for  nothing  clfc  bur 
*  to  be  Cheated,  hee  could  not  tee;  more  round  licr  rid  of  his 
money. 

Mon.  Well  fir,  ifyo.u  repincat  your  cxpences  now  ,  that  you 
want  nothing  but  your  Belly-foil  of  Sparagus  to  finifti  my  wocke 
ofa  gentleman  in  you  ;  I  will ,  if  you  pleafe ,  in  lieu  of  that 
fluflfe  up  your  paunch  with  Bacon  and  Bagge-pudding  and  put  you 

G  backe 
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otu 


backc  againc  as  abfolute  a  ClownS  ai  evfer  you  came 
I, woiitd  he*  re  come  to  that  once. 

Sprl?i,  Take  heed  how  you  croffchim.  , 

Hoy.  Nay  pray  fir  bee  not  angry,  (though  to  the  fhame  of  a 
Gentleman  I  fay  it  )  my  teeth  doe  ee’ne  water  at  the  name  of the 
fwcet  Country  difb  you  (poke  of( bacon  and  bag-pudding  )  yee 
I  Will  forbeare  it but  you  fay  I  (hall  fill  my  belly  with  this  new  • 
Diintriilthat  youfpake  of  j  fhefe  Sparowbills,  what  doe  you. 
caU’hem. 

^Moru  You  (hall  have  your  belly  full. 

Hoy.  Topfull!  befee'Ch  you. 


c Mon.  Yoii  3ia.ll :  but  I  mufi:  tell  you, T  itiuft  fta  you  turn  away 
this  grumbling  Clowne  that  foJlowes  you  :  he  is  at  dangerous 
about  you,  as  your  fathers  blood  was  within  you, to  crofle  and 
hinder  your  gentility. 

Hoy .  True,  you  faid  yomwould  help  me  to  a  boy  ndbigget  than* 
a  Monkey.  ‘  ‘  ^  V* ‘  . 

Sj>r.  And  you  fhall  have  him,  a  pretty  little  knave ,  you  may 
put  him  in  your  pocket. 

CouU  Y es  wu(Te,to  pick’s  naondy  out  if  h :  had  itjfhortly  ’twill 
co  the  to  that  bcvoreH  be  lonj^  T 

H oy ♦  Coulter  you  muft  to  the  plough  again ;  you  are  too  heavy 
a  Clog  at  the  heeles  of  a  gentleman. 

Cotelt,  I  with  all  my  heart,  and  I  con  yoO  thanks  top. 

Hoy.  Thettowrie,  ihy  fathers  heire,  willbc  glad  of  yon. 

Mon,  J-Iaveyou  an  elder  brother  .^  ^ 

Hoy,  You  doc  not  heare  me  fay  he  is  my  brothcr^bUt  the  clown 
my  father  had  a  former  fon.by  a  former,  wife,  that  was  no  gentle¬ 
woman  as  my  mother  was>  and  he  is  a  Clowne  all  over, arid  incu¬ 
rable, even  get  you  to  him,  like  to  like  will  agree  well  :  here's  a 
Growne  for  you,  ’twill  carry  you  a  footc  to  T anion  j  and  fo  get 
yon  gone  life  a  Clowne  as  you  arc. 

Coult,  ’Tis  well  you  allow  mefbmc  mon  cy  yet :  we  fhall  have 
you  begge  all  the  way  home  fhortly ,  when  your  Cheaters  have 
done  we’yee. 

Mon.  Howvillainel 

Spr.  Why  doe  you  not  cor  red  him  fir?- 

Co  nit  . 


C«*/r.Nay  why  do not yqy,  he  dares  fare 

his  Clowne  blood  ,hc  darcsnotvcnturc  his  Gentleman  blood  (b, 
nor  you  yours  ?  tis  all  too  fine  I  doubt ;  therefore  keepe  it,4fc  make 
much  on’t :  I  would  be  loath  a  jailc  ihould  ftay  [my  jqurney>prhy 
my  Curfen  foulc  I  would  fee  y/hat  Colour  t;hq  c$eft  on’t  were  be¬ 
fore  Igoe.  But  if  I  don't  your  errand  toyourbrother,.  and  tell’n 
how  you  doe  vlout'n  behind e’s  back,  then  fay  Cut’s  ^Curre: 
And  fo.  a  vart  vor  ay?  re  well  to  the  proudeft  o'yee  ;  and  if 
you  be  an  anger’d ,  tak’t  in  your  angry  teeth.  .  Exit. 

Spr,  Mev.ffatha,  ha.  <. 

Spr.  Whata  rudeRafcall  ’tis.?  y ouar chappy  that  be  is  gone. 

Mm.  And  fo  am  / ,hehipdre4  nal^c  2g\y  ytmrjcc  ; 'feven  yearcs 
time  is  too  little  to  make  a  gentleman  ofqnc^hat  can  fufferfuch 
a  Clowne  within  feven  mile  of  him. 

Hoy,  Would  hee  were  beyond  Brainford  on  his  way  then, by 
th^;  ti^for  me.  But  youfqrget  the  Wftyyj)uwerc  in  ;you  faij 
yQU  M^0Uld(fill1my  telly  ;  and  then  fell  to  .practice  fine  comple¬ 
ments  and  congiqs  to  makc.mc  t0  fee 

mine  unknowne  uncle. 

Mpn.  AllJ&dl  bp  d'one.  ;  .  :  ,  - 


3.  Scene  8. 

Enter  BrittlcwareandRebecCfi  tp  tb/m. 


i  s  ■  *  * 

Hoy,  See  if  my  Surgeon  and  his  wife  have  not  fiffi,  themfelyes, 
and  come  wiping  their  lips  already.  T 

^^♦Sp  (hall  you  prefcntly :  now  Landladyjarc  youpleasd  with 
your  Afparagus  ?  _•  T  ; 

Rob.  With  the  Afparagus  I  am  ;  and  yet  but  halfe  pleas’d  nei¬ 
ther,  as  my  husband  {hall  very  well  know. 

Mon,  Well,  wee  willleave#youto  talke  with  him  about  it:' 
come  fir  let  us  into  the  houfe.  .  i  £v. 

’Brit,  But  halfe  pleas’d  fweet- heart  ? 

Reb.  No  indeed  John  B r ittle  ware  ;,  the  Afparagus  has  done  its 
part ;  but  you  have  not  done  your  part  John  ;  and  if  you  were  an 
honeft  nian  M»vyou  would.make  fir  Hughes  words  good  of  the 
Afparagus,  and  be  kinder  to  me :  you  arc  not  kinde  to  your  owne 
wife  lohn  in  the  Afparagus  way  •,  you  underfUnd  me ;  for.  ought 

G  a  I  fee 


^^^^^^^^Th^paragusOarden, 

I  fecPompeons  arc  as  good  meat  for  fiich  a  heggiih  thing  as  thou 
art./  ' 

Brit,W ell,  when  wc  come  at  home  /  know  what  /  know. 

R*l><  At  home, is*  t  cpmc  to  that  ?  and  know  what  I  know  :  / 
know  he  cannot  love  his  wife  enough  at  home ,  that  won’t  bee 
kinde  to  her  abroad  ;  but  the  beft  is 7  know  what  my  next  lon¬ 
ging  fliali  be.  1 

By  it.  More  longings  yet  [  now  out  ofthc  unfearchablc  depth 
of  womans  imagination, what  may  it  he  ? 

Beb,  It  beginnes  to  poffcfle  me  already,  ftill  more  and  more  : 
now  tis  an  abfolutc  longing, and 7  (hall  be  lick  till  /  have  it; 

Brit.  May  I  know  it  forfooth,  tell  it  that  you  may  have  rt. 

lieb.  I  dare  tell  it  you,  but  you  muft  never  know  that/  have  if 1 , 

Brit,  /f you  dare telfit,  ^ 

Rcb.  I3are  ;  nay  be  as  jealous  as  you  will :  thus  it  is,  I  do  long 
to  ftealeout  of  mine  owne  houfc,  unknownc  to  you  as  other  wo¬ 
men  doe, and  theirhusbands  nerethc  wifer ,  hither  to  this  fame 
SparaguiGarden, and  meet  fome  friend  that  will  be  kind  to  me.  , 

Brit .  How, how/ 

Beb.  /mprivate  ;  unknowne  to  you, as  /  told  you  ;  ’tis  unpof- 
fable  I  (hall  ever  have  a  child  cife,  and  youfo  jcalcus  over  me  as 
you  are? 

Bnt.  Art  thoua  woman  and  fpeak  this  ?  * 

%ib ,  Art  thou  a  man, five yeares  married  to  me  ;  and  aske  mee 
now  if /be  a  woman  ? 

Brit,  Art  thou  fo  full  ofthc  Devill  to  flyc  out  in  this  manner  s? 

Bib.  why  his  homes  five  not  out  of  me  to  fright  thee, do  they? 

Bri,  Oh  for  a  hell  that  has  not  a  woman  in*t  ? 

♦  ^ 


AM  3.  Scene  9.  ; 

Enter  &  Gcntlenmp  and  a  City  tVife^ 

Beb;  Look  you  there  jcaloufic,  there’s  an  example  before 

your  eyes, if  nothing  hang  i’your  fight ;  there  you  may  fee  the  dif¬ 
ference  between  a  fower  husband  and  a  fwcct  natur’d  gentleman  ! 
good  heart!  how  kindly  he  kifics  her  !  and  how  featcly  fhc  holds 
up  the  neb  to  him  I  little  heart  l  when  will  you  be  fo  kind  to  your 
ownewi  fe/obn. 


Brit.  Is  that  his  wife  thinke  you  ?.»  ; 


The  Spar  ague  Garden. 

Keb.  No,  no,  /know  her,  ti $  Mr \s.Holyhocke  thcprccife  Dra¬ 
pers  wife  ;  oh*  how  my  longing  growes  ftronger  in  mcc  s  J  fee 
whatftiiftfoevcra  woman  makes  with  her  husband  at  home*  a 
friend  does  beft  abroad. 

AH  3.  Scene  io, 

Enter  Servant  to  them, 

Ser.  Jndced'my  Mris»will  not  take  this  money  jihcrc  wants  two 
Shillings.  / 

Worn,  why  is  my  peccc  too  light  ? 

Ser.  Two  light  for  the  reckoning  Mrs.it  comes  to  two  &  twen¬ 
ty  (hillings,  and  this  is  but  twenty. 

yent.  Vnrcafonable ;  how  can  (he  reckon  it, 

Ser,  J  know  what  you  had  fir,  and  we  make  no  bills 

Gen.  Well  fare  the  Taverns  yet, that  though  they  cofcn’d  never 
fotoich,  would  downc  with  it  one  way  or  other  :  and  their 
Jacks, go  agcnjnow  telfyour  Mris.dc  that  wil  hinder  her  fomwhat. 

Ser,  Notajotfir* 

Gent.  Then  tell  her  the  Countcflc  of  Copt  Hall  is  comm  ing  to 
be  her  neighbour  againe,and  (he  may  decline  her  trade  very  dan* 
gcroufly.  Ser,  My  Mris.  fcorns  your  words  fir. 

Gent.  You.RQguc  . 

Wom,N ay  fweet  Cofcn,makc  no  uprorc  fot  my  reputations  (ake; 
here  youth  there’s  two  (hillings  more,commcnd  me  to  your  Mi- 
ftrefle.  Ex,  Ambo, 

'Brit .  She  payes  the  reckoning  it  feems. 

Ret, It  feems  then  he  has  bccneas  kind,  to  her  another  way.  Ex-., 

AH  3.  Scene  II; 

Enter  Money-lackey  Hoyden,  Springe,  UMArtha. . 

Men,  How  is’t?  J  hope  you  are  not  wrangling  now,  but  better 
pleas’d  than  fo, 

Reb .  No, no, fir  Hugh’  tisnottheSparagu$cando’t,unlc(Te  the 
man  were  better: 

Hoy. But  may  J  ndw  be  confident  that  J  am  alcftoft  a  gentleman. 

Spr,  W  ithout  that  confidence  you  are  nothing. .. 

Mon.  There  wants  nothing  now, but  that  youicarn  the  tules 
rudiments,  the  principles  and  inftru&ions  (or  the  carriages ,con- 
gics,&  complements,  which  we’ll  quicly  put  into  you  by  pra&ice.- 

Hoj% And  then  the  fpend  ing  the  little  reft  of  my  mony,  &J  am  a. 
clcarc  gentleman, &  may  fee  my  uncle.  Mon% 


The  SpdrMgtts  Garden . 

Right,  right* 

Hoy!  And  I  will  write  it, and  crowd  it  into  as  many  Bond's  as 
T  can  a  purpofe  to  write  gentleman ;  T imothy  Hoyden  o&Tanton— 
no,  of  Gentleman  :  London  is  a  common  place  for  all 

gentlemen  of  my  ranke,  is  it  not  ? 

Sprt  Excellent,  doe  you  not  marke  how  finely  he  comes  on  ? 

Hoy .  But  as  I  hope  to  live  and  dye  a  gentleman  Mrs. what  (hi* 
call, your  reckoning  was  dcvillifli  deare  js’daggers  three  pound 
for  a  few  Cuckoe  pintles,  they  weft  no  better  J  thinkc, 

Spr+  Now  you  fall  backe  againe,  and  derogate  from  the  condi¬ 
tion  of  a  gentleman  molt  grofly ,  to  think  any  thing  too  dea  rc  you 
eate  ordrinke. 

Hoy.  Poxe  on -t,T  had  forgot* 

CM  on.  \yhcnhc  has  his  rules  and  principles, whichpuift  be  his 
next  fludy,  he  will  remember .  - 

Hoy .  Pray  let's  abou:  it  quickly. 

Mon.  Now  we'll  goe ;  but  you  forget  mo  Miftrcflc. 

Mat.  No  indeed  fir  Hugh,  here's  two  Pecces  for  laft  week  and 
sthis. 

CMon,  Tis  well :  Landlord  and  Landlady  will  you  goc  ? 

*Britm  Would  you  wou'd  long  to  be  at  home  once. 

Wif  So  I  doe  perhaps ,  and  to.be  herq  againe,  and  there  again ; 
and  here,  and  thcre,and  here  againe  *  and  all  at  once. 

Brit*  Heykickficwinfic. 

Wif  And  I  doc  long  to  goeto  Wind  for  too,  to  know  if  the  pro- 
phefie  be  as  true  there, as  tis  reported  here. 

CTMat.  How  fiid  you  heareit  goes  forfooth  ? 

Wif  That  all  old  women  fliall  die, and  many  young  wives  fhal 
have  Cuckolds  to  their  husbands. 

Mat .  I  heard  forfooth  that  all  young  wives  fliould  dye  ‘that 
were  pure  maids  when  they  were  marry  ed. 

Wif.  And  none  other  ? 

CHat  So  report  goes  forfooth. 

wf  You  fpeake  very  comfortably :  It  may  bea  long  journey 
to  the  worlds  end  yet. 

Brit*  It  feems  youare  not  proferibed  by  the  prophefie  then  ? 

Wife.  I  thank  my  deftiny. 

.  Hoy .  My  firft  workc  when  I  am  complcat  gentleman  fliall  bee 

.  /•  ‘  •  '  -  to 
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to  get  them  a  Child ?'and  make  ‘hem  friends, 

M°”.  Amoft  gentlemanly  refoluiion. 

Vrtf.  And  trucly  the  City  is  much  bound  to  fuch  Wcllafte&ed 
gentlemen.  Exeunt. 


Ad  4.  Scene  1. 


Tan  Hoyden,  Coulter . 

Tom.  TS  it  pofliblc  that  halfe  this  can  be  true,that  a  halfe  brother 
Aofminc  can  be  made  fech  an  a(Te  all  over  } 

Goal,  Tis  all  true,  as  Iani  a  Curfen  fellow  Mr.Thoma* ,  every 
word  on’t :  /fcorne  to  lye  in  afillibub  I ;  what  lucke  had  I  to 
m  ecte  you  ?  I  never  thought  to  zee  you  at  London . 

Tom.  S’daggcrs  death ,  ithas  as  good  as  veez’d  me  out  o’my 
wits  to  think  on’ t :  was  my  vathers  blood  zo  quaifome  to  him? 
(  with  a  mifehiefe  to’t Jthat  he  mud  let  it  out  to  be  a  gentleman, 
becaufe  his  mother  was  one  (by  her  ownc  report :  )  for  our  own 
parts  we  nothcr  know  nor  care  where  hence  the  coame,nor  whi¬ 
ther  fhe’s  gone,  but  dead  (he  is  jdhebroughe  my  vathera  good 
purfe  o’ mony,  and  kept  another  in  ftore  it  Ecems,  till  flic  could 
keep’t  no  longer  j  and  then  bellow’d  it  well  and  wifely  upon 
Chitty  vacc  her  zonne,  to  make  him  a  geantlcman,  and  told  him 
what  great  houfehe  coame  on  by  b^jr  fide ;  for  /hee  wasa  Striker 
forzooth,  and  ga’ndiredions  to  vinde  an  old  Uncle  of  his 
here  in  Cuckold- (hire,  one  Hr  .Striker:  but  virft  fiiec  bade  him 
put  his  zclfe  into  vaihion  ,  and  bee  lure  to  beare’s  zelfe  like  a 
Gentlemanjand  he  has  ta'nc  a  wife  courfe  tocompaffe  it, it  zeemsi 
I  warrant  he  ha  made  a  voole  o’  his  voure  hundred  pound  by  this 
time,  * 

Coult.  Ay,  and  o’his  zelfe  too, as  his  Cony  catchers  ha  handled 
him  :  And  you  had  zeen’t ,  you  would  ha*  bepift  your  zelfe  vor 
woe,  how  they  blooded  him, 

Tom .  AW 
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Conk,  And  then  how  they  fpurg’d  his  gats  out. 

Tom,  Ah. 

Colt .  A  Dots  light  on  ’hem,  ’twould  ha  made  a  dog  zick  to  zcet  * 
how  like  a  fcaldcd  pig  he  look’d. 

Tom .  Ha,ba>  ha.  . 

Cottlt .  And  then  how  they  did  veed*ne  with  a  zort  ofzlip  zlaps 
not  all  worth  a*  mefle  o’  milke  porredge  to  [make  him  vine 
vorfooth. 

Tom,\  Ah, 

Coult  j  Youlc  zeezuchanaltrication  in  him  as  never  was  zeen 
in  a  brother.  . 

Tom .  But  I  wo’hot  zee’n  yet  as  voulc  a  Clownc,  as  I  am, and  as 
vinc  a  gentleman, as  he  is,  I  have  a  tricke  i'my  skoncc  to  make  a 
yonger  brother  o’nc. 

Coni .  1  that  would  bczecnenow. 

7* om*  I  ha’t,  and  ’tis  a  vine  one,  I  came  to  London  to  zeekethc 
voolemy  brother,  and  ha  the  lame  diiedions  from  our  Curate, 

( to  whom  my  mother  told  all )'  that  Tim  had  to  vinde  his  uncle 
*ym^r/houfe,and  I  haquir’d  it  out  ;  and  this  is  it,  and  thou 
zhalt  zee  what  I  chill  doe  now :  wh’are  within, 

AH  4.  Scene  2, 

Sntc  r  Frifaood  to  them .  m 

•  • 

.  Frit,  Who  would  you  (peak  with. 

T om.  By  your  leave  vorfooth ,  I  would  fpeakc  with  the  Mr-o* 
the  houfe  ;I  underftand  his  worfhips  name  is  Mr  ^Striker, 

Fris,  He  is  fo  fir, but  he  is  not  in  cafe  to  buy  any  cattell  at  this 
time. 

T om.  Nor  doe  I  come  tozell’n  any  ;  my  comming  is  of  a  dead 
bod  yes  errand  vorfooth. 

Fris,  W  hat  ft  range  fellow  is  this  troe  ? 

Tom .  1  jpray  vorfooth,  and  you  bee  old  enough  (  as  it  zeems  you 
be )  to  remember  when  my  mother  was  a  maid,  did  you  know  a 
zuftcr  of  Mr.  Strikers  that  was  married  into  ZummerKet  {hire  ? 
fris.  What  was  her  name  /  pray  ? 

Tom .  Her  Curfcn  name  was  Audry ,  (he  zed  ,  and  a  Striker  {he 
as  bevorc  fhe  was  married  ;  but  my  vathcr  made  a 'Hojde*.  - 
Frts*  Hojden,  Tom, 
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Tom .  Yes  Hoyden^zo Izayjthcrcbo  very  good  vokes  o#th 
name,  as  ycu  (hall  well  know'; I  cham  one  my  zelfe,and  fhencedc 
not  be  alham’d  I  wufle  o*  the  kin  fhe  coame  on  ,to  hugger  mugger 
it  as  fhe  did  to  her  dying  day. 

Ft  is.  Moft  wonderfull,but  is  (he  dead  ? 

T m.  Yes  vaith  fhe's  dead,  and  as  fumpcioully  buried,- though  I 
zay’Msany  yeomans  wife  within  ten  mile  of  Tanton>  any  time 
thefe  ten  and  twenty  yeare. 

Fns.  Pray  what  were  you  to  her  ?  ' 

Tom.  I  tell  you, my  vather  married  her  ;  and  I  fliouldbee  her 
zonne  I  thinke. 

Fns.  Good  heavcn>how  things  will  come  about  l 

Tom*  Coulter  kecp'thy  countenance  CouLer,rile  makef  hem  be¬ 
lieve  I  am  her  very  naturall  zonne  ,&  zee  what  will  come  on*  t. 

Ccult.  Ilekeepemy  countenance,  andzeta  vaceon’c  too  and 
ne.  d  be. 

Fris .  Your  Vnclc  Striker  at  this  time  is  very  ficke  fir ,  but  I 
will  acquaint  him  with  yourdefirc  :  pray  walke  into  the  next 
roome  the  while  fir. 

Tom .  If.he  ihGuld  dye  now  Coulter,  and  make  me  his  heire  ? 

Coult.  I  marry  Mr.  foycu  might  make  a  better  journey  on’t 
then  the  gentleman  your  brother*  Sx. 

Fris  This  to  me  is  the  greateft  wonder  ofall,  that  lam  pre~ 
fently  poflefs’d  of  my  Mrs,  fullen  ficknes,  which  has  ee’n  drawn 
him  to  deaths  doore,  and  my  Miftrcfles  unfortunable  condition  v 
are  nothing  to  this  Country  Hoydens  relation  • 

Aft  4.  Score  3.  SnterTouchwood . 

O ’Mr. Touchwood, you  are  the  welcome  Gentleman  that  ever 
could  come  into  fo  heavy  a  houfe. 

Fottch.  A  Sinking  one  it  is  I  am  fure  :  that  nafiy  carrion  thy  Mr. 
is  i’my  nofe already,!  think  I  werebeftgoe* no  further. 

Ft  is.  Let  not  the  fadnefTe  of  this  place  difmay  you. 

Touch.  But  is  he  dead  already,  ha  ? 

Fris.  Not  altogether  dead  fir 

T tucb .  The  worfe  luck ;  and  how  does  your  Mifiris?  ha, ha, ha, 
well  well  I  fay  nothing. 

Fris., She  is  in  bodily  heah  h  fir, but  very  fad  and  much  difeon-- 
folate,  poorc  Damfeil. 


Touch. 
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To  neb.  Not  for  her  Grandfire,is  {he :  if  the  word  dogge  hee 
keeps  howle  for  him ,  He  worry  fheepe  with  mine  owne  teeth, 
and  truBefor  him^but  why  is  (he  fad  ,  pretheetel  mc?  ha.ha,ha. 
Fris.  I  marvaile  at  your  mi  rth  fir. 

Touch.  I  would  now  give  her  a  new  Gownc,to  tell  me  the  true 
caufe  that  I  might  lave  mine  oath,  and  rore  out  my  rejoycings  : 
twas  a  devillifh  trieke  of  the  Rafcalls  to  bind  me  by  oath  never 
to  Ipeake  ofit,  butto  thofethat  fhould  tell  me  of  it  fird.  I  have 
fuch  a  coyle  to  keep  it  in  now  :  Prethee  tell  me, what  has  the  old 
Traveller, that  is  now  bound  for  the  Low  Countries,gi'n  thy  Mrs. 
in  his  will, cand  tell  ?  #  . 

Fris .  Alas  he  is  offended  With  her,  (lie  has  d  ifpleafed  him  in 
Jomewhat,  that  is  the  maine  caufe  of  his  mortall  ficknefie. 

Touch .  That's  my  boy,  there  boy,there,that  was  a  home  blow. 
Fris. She  comes  not  at  him  fir, nor  dares  not  fee  him:do  you  know 
any  thing  by  her  fir? 

Touch.  No,  no>no,  not  I,  not  I  ;  s’boresl  bit  my  tongue  too 
hard. 

Fris .  If  you  doe  fir,,  would  you  would  fpeakea  good  word  '  for 
her5  that  he  may  dye  in  charity  with  her. 

Touch.  The  jade  jeeres  me,  lie  Hay  no  longer  i’the  houfe. 

Fris ,  Nay  good  fir  lay.  not  fo,  after  fo  many  meffeges  and  en¬ 
treaties,  by  all  the  bed  o’the  parifh,  and  an  exhortation  made  to 
you  by  the  Minider  himfelfc :  did  you  vouchfafe  to  come, and  wil 
you  now  come  fhort  to  fee  my  Mafter,  now  the  Do&ors  have  gi¬ 
ven  him  over, and  he  is  dying? 

Touch.  I  confcfle  Twas  my  defire  to  fee  that  dying  that  brought 
me  hither  :  where  is  he  ?  lie  hold  my  nofe,and  have  at  him. 

Fris .  I  hope  you  wil  be  friends  with  him  now  fir ;  For  he's  ee'n 
'  agoing. 

Touch .  Triends  ?  lie  rather  goe  with  him,  and  fight  it  out  by 
the  way..  '  ‘  :  -  - 

4  Scene  4. 

Enter  Striker  brought  in  a  Chairs,  Curate. 

Frit.  Lookeyoufirherehe  is. 

Touch .  What  up  and  in  a  Chaire? 

Fjns. 
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Frls  *  Yes  fir ; he  will  not  yield  by  any  perfwafion  to  dye  in  bis 
bed. 

Tench.  Then  he  may  live  to  be  hanged  yet* for  ought  I  fee. 

C See  fir, your  neighbourTouchwood  comes  to  be  reconciled 
to  you. 

T ouch .  You  arc  quite  bcfidcs  the  book  fir  Domne  ,  I  have  no 
friends  in  hell  to  lend  to  by  him :  no  fir,  I  come  to  fee  him  dye,  as 
he  liv’d  ahatcfullmifcreant. 

Cur.  Let  me  pray  and  befeech  you  to fpeake  more  charitably, or 
elfe  not  to  offend  the  dying  man  with  your  prefence. 

Touch.  Doe  I  come  to  humour  him, or  you,or  my  fclfe ,  thinkc 
you :  you  that  take  upon  you ,  and  doc  rather  goc  about  to  footh 
him  up  in  his  fickneffe,  then  to  fright  him  out  of  his  painc, rather 
encourage  him  to  live  then  rid  the  world  of  him ,  and  his  abho- 
ruinations. 

Cur .  Beftlooke  into  your  felfc  Sir :  The  worlds  a  ftage ,  on 
which  you  both  are  A&ors,and  neither  to  be  his  owne  Judge. 

Touch .  But  he  has  playd  many  vild e  and  beaftly  parts  in  it ,  let 
him  goe,  I  would  fee  his  laft  £#/>,and  hiffc  him  out  ofitjharkc, 
the  Ravens  cry  porke  for  bim*and  yet  he  dyes  not. 

Friz.  O  you  arc  a  hard-hearted  tnan. 

Touch .  My  heart’s  not  hard  enough  to  breake  his ,  I  would  it 
were  :  where’s  your  kindc  hearted  Miftris ,  fetch  her,  and  tryc 
•  what  fhc  can  doc; 

Strt,  Huh,  huh,  huh,  Coug^» 

Cur.  What  have  you  done  fir  ? 

T ouch ♦  So,  fo,  fo>  fo  it  workes,  it  workes. 

Stri9  Outfnarling  Hell-hound  my  curfe  upon  thcc,and  thy  cur-* 
i  fed  fonne  that  has  undone  my  Neece  and  mee  :  curfe  upon  curfe 
light  on  yee. 

Cur  Ohfearefull. 

T ouch.  How  heartily  he  prayes  ;fure  he  is  neare  his  end. 

Cur .  Pray  fir  depart, you  are  too  uncharitable . 

TouchMy  fonne  undone  thy  Neece:has  he  not  done  her  think’ft 
thou?  ha, ha* ha. 

Stri.  Huh,  huh, huh :  Villainc  thou  knowft  what  he  has  done  ; 
huh,  huh. 

Touch .  I  know  not  whether  I  know  or  no  *  tell  me,and  lie  tell 
thee.  •;  H  *  Fris 
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Fris.  Uc  tell  you  then  that  which  you  know  already. 

Although  you  keepe  it  for  a  joy  within  you : 

Your. wicked  fonnehas  6y  her  owne  confefiion 
Done  that  unto  her,  that  unlefle  he  play 
The  hondf.  mans  part  and  marry  her,  he  will 
Full  dearely  anfwer  it  in  Hell. 

Stri:  Hub,  huh,  huh. 

Touch.  Speake  Englifh,  has  he  laine  with  her  > 

Fns.  Tis  (o  : 

She  has  confeft  it  to  her  grandfather,. 

To  me,  and  Mr.  Pancridgc  here  is  made 
Acquainted  with  it. 

Touch .  Ha, ha,  ha«  '  :  - J 

Cur*  The  Virgin  fa  yes 
She  is  depuulated  by  your  fonne. 

Touch.  Depufilated,ha,ha,ha. 

Cur.  It  is  no  laughing  matter :  therefore  fend 
Speedily  for  your  fonne,  before  the  rumour 
Make  it  rid iculous  *  as  yet  none  kno wes  it. 

But  we  a  (lender  few. 

Touch.  Will  you  dire# 

Your  Divine  Rhetoricke  there  to  him  ;  and  winne  him 
But  to  entreat  me  in  this  cafe,  and  try 
What /will  fay  to*t. 

Cu %  Be  per  (waded  fir. 

Stri  In  this  extremity  I  doe  entreat  you  that  they  may  marry  / 
Touch.  I  have  my  ends  upon  thee  •  quickly  dye. 

And  take  thine  owne,  rhy  bife  fab  million 
Has  rend  red  thee  more  odious,  more  loathfome 
To  me  than  all  thy  former  villanies. 

Stri .  Huh,  huh  huh. 

T ouch.  And  harke  thee  ere  thou  dycft,for  now  th’art  goings 
Before  my  fonne  Pnall  wed  that  whore  thy  Neece, 

She  (hall  bring  all  the  hands  ofali  the  whore-mafters 
In  City,  Court, and  Kingdome,  (black  Coats, and  allj 
I  will  (pare  none  )  untoafaire  Certificate 
That  (he  is  cl  care  of  all  men  but  my  fonne., 

Stri.  Hub,  hub,,  huh*.  - 


Touch , 
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Touch.  Nay  more  : 

That  (he  is  cleare  of  him  too;  and  that  hec 
Has  never top'd  her  in  the  way  we  treat  of. 

Before  he  wed  her  :  for  my  fonne  (hall  not  rid  e  N 
In  his  old  boots  upon  his  wedding  night  s 
So,  now  dye  and  finke 
Into  thy  grave,  to  rid  us  of  thy  (linke. 

Cure.  I  have  not  kno  wne  £ich  want  of  charity. 
fris.  Vnconfcionablc  wretch,  thou  haft  kild  my  Mr. 

Stri .  Vgh,  ugh,  no  Fid  ugh  hem  l  he  has  cur'd  me : 

I  am  light  at  heart  agen  :  he  has  cur'd  me ; 

He  has  play'd  the  good  Phyfitian  'gainft  his  will ; 

And  a  halter  be  his  fee  for'e. 

Touch*  The  Devill  I  have,  and  his  Dam  it  (hall, 

Stri .  Ah  hem  l  I  am  light  at  heart  agen. 

Touch.  O  damn'd  old  counterfeit. 

Fris,  Well  fare  your  heart  old  Matter. 

Stri ,  Though  fhe  prove  baftard-bellyed,  I  will  owne  her, 
Chcritti,maintaine,and  keeps  her  from  thy  fonne. 

Touch.  Oh  /could  teare  that  tongue  out. 

Stri .  Keep  her  child  too. 

T ouch.  Doe,  and  her  next,  and  fill  thy  houfe  with  baftards. 
Stri .  lie  hold  'hem  more  legitimate  than  thy  brood. 

Cur .  What  meane  you  gentlemen  ? 

Stri .  For  thou,  thy  fonne,  thy  houfe  is  all  a  Baftard. 

Touch ,  Beare  witnette,hccalls  my  houfe  aBaftard. 

Fris.  Ha, ha,  ha. 

Touch  lie  make  thy  heufe  to  fmoak  for’t. 

Stri.  Beare  witnefic  there,  he  faies  he  will  fire  my  houfe. 

For  neighbour*  hood  and  Charity  (peak  lower. 

St'i  Tispctty  treafon ;  ile  be  wi’yee  there  fir. 

Touch.  And  hang  thy  felfe  old  fcare  Crow. 

Fris.  Will  youeate  apeeceof  Ginger-bread  for  your  Winde: 

Sir> 

Touch*  Out  Witch.  Ki  ks  her. 

Fris.  O  murder3murder. 

Stri.  Ile  lay  as  many  a<ft  ions  on  thee  as  thou' haft  bones  in  that 
Swines  footc  ofthine. 

H  J  Fris. 


i 


The  Sparagus  Garden. 

Fris.  My  Nailes  fhall  right  me :  lie  teach  him  to  kickawo- 
-man.  v 

Cur.  Hold  miftris  F rifwood. 

Fris .  OVillaine  kickea  woman? 

T ouch.-  Thou  laidft  this  plot  to  murthet  me,  thou  man-killer. 
Stri*  Blood-fucker  thou  Jy*ft. 

far.  Helpe  from  above, within,  or  any  whence,  in  the  name 
of  fandlity  I  conjure  you.  F letter e  [i  ncqttco  fuper osy  Acheronta 
mov  ebo. 


tAEl  4,  Scene  y: 

Enter  Tom  and  Coulter. 

r 

To?n.  What’s  the  matter  ?  by  your  leave  which  is  my  zick 
Uncle  ?  are  you  feuffling  fors  money  before  he  be  dead. 

|  Coul .  W'ee’l  part  you  with  a  vengeance. 

|  T such.  Ha  you  your  Tennants,  your  Clownes  here  brought  in 

to  butcher  me? 

!  Stri.Shvc  they  are  thine,  brought  in  to  fpoyle  and  rob  mee  j  I 

I  know ’hem  not. 

I  Cur.  I  feare  I  have  conjur’d  up  fiends  indeed  ,  how  infernally 
they looke  ? 

we  come  with  no  zick  intendment  on  neither  no- 
.  thcr  zide ;  but  an  you  be  Mr.  Striker ,  weare  o’yourzide,  an’t  bee 
to  cut  all  the  reft  into  Pot-hearb*.  To  Touch ♦ 

I  Fris.  No, this  is  my  Mr. 

|  Tom .  Zay  but  the  word  then,  and  have  at’hcm. 

Touch.  Hadyouyourambufcadoforme? 

Cur ,  They  arc  a  paire  of  the  Sedan  Mules  I  take  it . 

Coul ,  Moyles  fir,  wee  be  no  Moylcs  would  you  (hould  waii 
I  know.  •  *  -  r 

II  Tom.  WcbeCurfcn  folke  as  good  as  your  zclfc, and  get  you  out 
o’  the  houfe  by  mine  Vncles  leave  here. 

Touch .  Your  Vncle,  oh  brave. 

I  Tom .  Orif  I  bafte  you  not  wella  fine, and  Lamb-skinne  your 

jackets  till  your  bones  rattle  i’your  hides,  then  zay  cha  b'ewrai’d 
the  houfe  I  coame  oh. 

Touch.  W ell  fir,  Ilegoc  and  leave  you  to  your  Vncle  :  rejoycc 

s  :  .  >  fir 
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fir  with  your  kindred  :  I  hope  you  wil  have  more  fRortly,if  your 
Neecc  prove  fruitful  t  Come  Matter  Pancridge,will  you  goe? 

Cur.  nV ith  joy  for  your  recovery , and  manners  to  your  priva¬ 
cy.  Right  Worfoipfull  /  leave  you  to  talke  with’  Clowne  your 
Nephew. 

Touch.  Tarry,  tarry  »  asfure  as  a  Club,  this  Clowne  is  fent  for 
out  of the  Country,  to  fbder  up  his  crack’d  Neece  in  Matrimony, 
and  therefore  calls  him  Vncle  ;  I  could  fpoyle  the  Match,  but  by 
my  oath  I  dare  not ;  and  therefore  Clowne  take  thy  ccurfc;come 
letus  goeMr*Pancridge  Ex . 

Stri.  And  why  you  my  Nephew  fir  ? 

Tom.  And  why  not  /  your  Nephew  ;  han’t  (Retold  you,  and 
ha’not  J  told  you  as  much  as  the  matter’s  worth ,  and  doe  yee 
meancto  vlee  from  the  bargaine  ? 

Strr.  What  new  afflictions  hourely  find  me  out  ? 

Fris.  And  for  your  health, /hope  fir. 

Stri.  Sir,  /le  baveRetter  teftimony  then  your  owne  5 
Tis  true  I  loft  a  After  ;  but  till  you  ' 

Bring  ftronger  proofe  fhe  was  your  mother  fir, 

Your  Clowncfhip  mud  not  Vncle  me;  am/  we’youfir? 

Kings  Crownes  havebeene  pretended  to  by’impoftures  5 
I  And  knavery  is  as  rife  in  Ruflet  Wooll, 

As  in  the  pro wd  eft  purple ;  get  you  gone, 

There/ am we’youdire/Uy*  * 

Tom .  fr’ t  come  to  this  now  ? 

Cotilt.  Yourprojed  will  not  hold  Mr.  Thomas ,  beft  zeek  your 
brother  Tim,  heehas  a  zertification  from  the  parifh,  and  the 
Priefttoo,  of  all  your  mothers  mind  ,  and  you  could  cofen  him 
on’t,and  come  agen,  and  uncle  this  weefe  gentleman,  whether  he 
wooll  or  no;  ’t would  be  vine  i’vaith. 

Tom ,  Agreed  swell  fir,  vor  this  time  /  ha  no  more  to  zay 
t’yeejfinceyou  be  fo  budge  :  but  he  that  made  you  zave  you 

Exeunt  .An  h . 

Stri.  farewell  fir ,  /  doe  beglnne  to  think  there ’s  fomething 
in’t. 

Fw.Hctnadcaie  thinkehc  was  your  fifters  fonne  lam  (lire, 

Stri,  I  will  not  think  fo,  no  he  was  fet  on 
By  feme  of  my  maligners  to  abufe  me*. 
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It  had  beene  good  to  ha  laid  him  by  the  herles  : 

But  let  him  goe ;  call  downe  my  Ncc.cc  out  of 

The  melancholy  mift  llie*s  chambred  in,  -  Ex.Frif. 

All  makes  for  her  •  their  vexing  me,  reftores 

Her  to  my  love  againc ;  and  realon  good ; 

She’s  mine  owne  naturail  Neece  :  and  though 
She  has  loft  the  husband ,and  the  name  (he  fought, 

Yetiheappeares  a  Striker;  and  I  will  cherifh  her.  Scene  6. 

Come  you  iha  1  grieve  no  longer,  l  am  friends  wTyee;  Ent.  Annab. 
Stand  up ,ft and  up  I  fay,  and  look  up  too,  *  and  kneels. 

Oft' with  this  me urning  veile,  and  d  ry  thole  teares: 

I  have  confider’d  that  right  Noble  Parents 
Have  pardon’d  in  their  Children  as  great  faults ; 

But  let  it  bee  your  warning,  not  your  licence. 

An.  For  your  fecurit.y  I  am  content, 

And  would  entreat  to  live  in  that  retirement, 

Which  your  faire  Juft  ice,  and  my  fouleoftencc 
Of  late,  confin’d  mec  to*  to  wcepe  and  figh 
My  loathed  life  away. 

Stri,  No  more :  you  (hall 
No  longer  live  reelus’d  in  wiifull  darknefle  ; 

Enjoy  your  former  liberty ;  fee, and  be  feenc : 

And  (os  you  weigh  my  pardon  and  my  love ) 

Let  not  your  blemifh  dwell  upon  your  face ; 

Nor  any  argument  ofgriefe,  or  (hamc 
Be  legible  there,  to  the  moft  curious  eye : 

But  let  your  cheek  be  chcarefull,and  your  brow 
Crown’d  withasgreataconf!dence,as  may 
Comply  with  Virgin  Mod efty  :  and  that 
Addc  to  your  beauty  with  full  ftrength  of  Art, 

Beyond  the  eye -to  take  a  lovers  heart. 

An.  In  all  I  will  obey  you > 

Stri'.  If[  make 

Choifc  of  a  husband  for  you  then,  you’le  takehim. 

An.  Twill  but  become  my  duty. 

Stri ,  A  good  girle. 

.  Fri*>  Sir  here’s  the  Knight  come  againe,  that  has  been  here  in 
the  time  ofyourfickncffe  to  have feene  you,  and  myMiftris,but 

could 


could  not :  and  left  a  letter  for  you  once  :  hee  that  looks  women 
through  fo. 

Stri.  •  Oh  Sir  Arnold  Cautious :  did  you  tell  him  I  was  o’  the 
mendinghand. 

Fris.  Yes  I  told  him  you  wcre!o,fo. 

Stri .  Give  me  my  Gowncand  Cap  though,  and  fet  mce  chari¬ 
ly  in  my  fickly  chaire^  his  letter  is  a  treaty  of  a  match  betwixt  his 
Nephew  and  my  Neece  :  goe fetch  him  up.  Ex.  Fris. 

In  Neece, and  be  not  feene  until!  I  call  you :  untill  you  heare  me 
call  you,  doc  you  heare  ?  Ex.  Ann. 

Could  I  but  catch  this  Cautious  coxccombe  Knight  now  ■■■-  ■ 
lie  put  faire  for’t. 

Aft  4.  Scene  7. 

Enter  Cautions  and  Frifwood • 

Fris .  Here  is  the  Knight  fir. 

Stri.  Why  reach  you  .not  a  Chairc  ?  I  hope  fir  Arnold 
You’ll  pardon  the  necelfity  of  my  rudenefie : 

I  cannot  rife,  nor  ftoopc,  to  you,  ub,  uh.  uh. 

Cant.  Rather  excufe  me  fir,  that  preffe  upon  you 
Thus  in  your  weaknefle  :  but  you  underftand 
My  bufineffe  by  my  letter  if  you  have  read  it. 

Stri.  Yes  fir,  goe  forth  ;  but  be  not  farre  I  pray  yoa.  Ex^Fris] 
I  have  heard  y6ur  Nephew  is  a  wildeyongman  „ 

(,***.  A  very  bafhfull  boy  I  affine  you  ;  that’s  the  reafon 
That  I  am  wonne  to  be  a  fpoke£man  for  him. 

Stri  Oh  no  diffembling  fir ;  you  know  he  is  wildc. 

And  fuffers  under  your  difplcafure  for’t :  uh,  uh,  uh. 

Cant.  A  witch  could  nofgeffe  righter :  but  they  fay 
That  dying  men  are  Prophets  oftentimes. 

Suppofe  he  has  becnc  wild,  let  me  afliire  you 
He’s  now  reclaim'd,  and  has  my  good  opinion  : 

And  is  as  like  in  perfon  andbehaviour 
To  gaine  the  maids  affe&ion. 

Stri,  Speaketothepurpofe  •  pray  what's  his  eftace? 

Cant.  I  thcre’sthepoynt  indeed  :  why  fir,  he  has 
A  hundred  pound  a  ycare ;  and  is  withall 
A  hopefull,and  a  handfome  gentleman. 

Stri.  Hopefull,  and  handfome  !  uh,uh,uh, 
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Cant  .  You  fir  have  wealth  enough. 

Stri,  And  (lie  has  choife  enough 
Of  greater  matches  :  could  /  get  her 
Into  a  marriage  vaine,but  flic'll  not  look 
Upon  a  man  nor  /he ;  but  lives  retir’d 
Here  in  my  houfe,  and  is  a  carefuli  Nurfe  ; 

She’s  fitter  fir  to  be  an  old  mans  Nurfe, 

Then  any  young  mans  bride :  uh,uh,uh,uh. 

Caut.  Is  flie  fo  grave  in  youth  ?  /  have  oftenfought 
A  fight  of  her,  but  never  could  obtaine  it. 

Seri.  Not  without  my  cqpfent  I  warrant  you  ; 

Sbee’s  nearer  to  a  motnerthana  maid. 

/tell  you  truth  fir, and  you  know  deceipt 

Becomes  not  dying  men  :uh,nh,uh.  For  vertue  and  obedience 

She’s  fitter  for  your  felfe  then  for  your  Nephew  : 

But  to  the  poynt,a  hundred  pound  ayeare 
You  fay  he  has,  and  hopes  and  handfomnefle, 

W hich  may  acquire,  with  your  afiurance  of 

So  much  for  joynture' - — ' Ye$,athoufand  pound 

7n  portion  with  her :  but  fir  let  me  tell  you, 

7’de  rather  give  fixe  thoufand  unto  one 
Of  mine  owne  choife  ;  which  fhe  will  not  refufe, 
if  I  but  fay  this  is  the  man, and  take  him. 

Cam.  Will  not  your  Neece  be  feene  :  I  faine  would  fee  her. 

Stri,  At  hand  :  fhe  will  not  out  of  my  prefence  fir. 

Nor  ever  w*s  by  man, not  fince  the  clocke 
Of  her  Virginity  (truck  eleven,  not  fhe. 

Except  at  doore  or  window,  as  men  paffe  : 

And  fo  perhaps  your  Nephew  may  have  feene  her. 

Cant,  /ntrotb  no  otherwife ;  and  fo  he  told  me. 

May  not  I  fee  her  fir  ? 

Stri.  1  tell  you  true; 

Deceityou  know  becomes  not  dying  men  :.uh,Qh,uhc. 

And  therefore  harkeyoufir,  l  haveapurpofe, 

(  That  if  (he  take  the  man  whom  /  will  chufe ) 

To  make  her  my  foie  heire ;  provided  that 
She  match  before  /  dye  :  ub,  uh,  I  cannot  lafts 
Pray  let  me  fee  yourNcecc. 

Stri ; 
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Stri.  Frifwood-' ■  ■  -—"-why  Frifwood . 

Is  that  her  rfamc  «> 

«S7r*.  No  fir,  I  call  my  maid. 

•Cant.  A  maid ;  J  took  her  for  an  old  woman. 
iSVr*.  A  maid  upon  my  vertue  :  and  I  fearc 
That  her  frigidity  has  mortift’d  my  Neece  .• 

Dcccipt  becomes  not  dying  men  you  know 
Frifwood  I  fay,  1  bad  her  not  be  farre  : 

I  dare  not  ftraine  my  felfe  to  call  her  lowder. 

Cant,  He  call  her  for  you  fir*.  Frif- - 

Stri .  Ho  Id  fir,  hold ,  pray  ufe  this  whittle  for  me, 

I  dare  not  ftraine  my  felfe  to  winde  it  /, 

The  Doddors  tell  me  it  will  (pend  my  fpirits,  C<wtf»hiftles» 
So ,  fo,  enough  fir — Fie,  fie  upon  you : 

Goe  call  my  Neece,  uh,uh.  Ex.Fris . 

Cant.  Be  of  good  cheare  fir,  and  take  courage  man  : 

What  you  have  bcene  a  Striker  in  your  dayes : 

And  may  be  agen,  /  would  not  have  him  dye. 

Stri.  Uh — alas  I  cannot  laft— —  why  comes  fhe  not  ? 

Fris.  /cannot  get  her  from  her  work ;  nor  to 
Belccve  me  that  you  fent  for  her,  becaufe 
I  told  her  that  a  gentleman  was  with  you. 

Stri.  There  was  your  fault,  then  I  mutt  call  my  felfe . 

Why  Anna-bell y  ah,  ah,  ah,  kx-na-bcll.  Ex.Fris . 

CV?#r.Take  heed e, ftraine  not  your  felfe  top  hard, but  fend  agen : 
The  rareft  beauty  that  I  e’ re  beheld^  Aft  4.  Scene  2. 

Which  with  a  maiden-head  of  that  growth,  Enter  *Ann,b:!l. 
Would  be  an  abfblute  wonder,  her  fweet  modefty, 

And  meeke  obediencejuftifics  that  too.  She  kneeles  at 

And  makes  herup  a  miracle  of  nature  ;  Strikers  feet. 

My  former  misbeliefs  /  doe  renounce. 

And  at  firft  fight,  ( which  is  the  birth  of  love ) 

A  faith  growes  in  me, (lengthened  by  the  word 
Of this  expiring  man,  that  chaftity 
Has  not  forfaken  beauty  . 

Stri.  Y ou  (hall  hearc  him. 

nA»n.  .What  to  propound  a  husband  ?  honour’d  fir, 

Although  /  rather  wilh  to  dye  a  Virgin  ; 
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Yet  my  obedience  to  your  grave  behefts 

Shall  /way  my  will :  your  choife  (hall  be  my  liking  2 

But  let  me  thus  much  favour  begge,  before 

You  make  that  choyfe,  that  you  will  not  deftroy 

The  building  you  have  rear  d  ;  your  care  and  coft 

Hath  built  me  up  by  vertuous  education, 

Vnto  that  heighth  that  I  confider  heaven ; 

And  waxe  fo  old  in  that  high  contemplation^ 

That  to  lookdowne  on  youthfoll  vanities. 

Were  to  be  at  aftand  ;and  to  delight  in 'hem* 

Were  to  fall  backe.againe ;  and  to  be  link’d 
In  marriage,  to  a  man  whofe  wilde  affe&ions 
Axe  bent  to  worldly,  pieafurcs  a maine perdition. 

Cant.  I  dare  not  (peak  to  her  for  my  Nephew  now  % 

Nor  ( though  I  love  her  ftrangely )  for  nay  fclfe. 

Ann .  Doe  you  tell  me  of  his  Nephew  fir  ?  even  hcc 
The  Knight  himfelfe,  I  hold  to  be  too  young 
For  a  well  govern’d  man  as  the  world  goes. 

Cautl  I  ha*  not  the  heart  to  wrong  her;  flic's  too  good. 

Tris.  Sir,  here’s  a  gentleman  prefles  at  my  heeles 
To  fpeak  with  you. 

Att.  4.  Scene  8 

Enter  Gilbert  with  his  arme  in  a  Scarjfe. 

Cant.  Mr.  Goldwire,  what's  your  hafte  ? 

<7*7.  I  come  to  cryeyou  mercy  ,  and  this  good  gentleman 
And  this  fweet  Gentlewoman,  who  I  take  it 
Is  his  faire  Neece,of whom  you  are  in  treaty  • 

If  it  be  not  already  gone  too  farre  ; 

Let  me  entreate  you  not  to  put  your  finger 
Further  i'the  bufineffe  in  behalfe  of  your  Nephew- 

Cant.  You  firfl:  mov'd  me  to’t. 

Gil.  Tisthat  repents  me  ; 

Your  bafe  unworthy  Nephew  has  abus'd  me  •- 
I  doc  not  fpeake  it  for  a  flight  hurt  he  has  gi’n  me. 

But  for  his  breach  of  Faith  to  another  Virgin. 

Ann.  Oh  me ;  and  would  you  fpeak  for  fuch  a  man  ? 

Gil.  And  the  falfc  way,  the  plot  he  had  upon  you., 

To  put  ycu  on  this  enterprise,  the  Quarrell 
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In  which  he  refeu’d  you,  to  indeere  himfelfc  to  you* 

Was  a  mcere  counterfeit  fquable,  a  very  trickc 
Contriv’d  betwixt  him  and  his  brother  Poet 
T'abufc  your  goodnefle  i 
J  leave  it  to  your  confidcration  fir  .° 

1  am  in  haftc  ;  and  fo  J  wifh  you  health  fir ; 

And  you  much  happineffc  in  a  husband  Lady .  Gives  her  a 

nsfn.  Has  given  me  here  a  letter,  /  want  but  letter .  Ex. 

Place  fit  to  perufe  it. 

Caut .  Had  he  a  plot  upon  me,  /lehave  my  plot  too ; 

And  now  woe  for  my  fclfe  fir  if  youplcafc. 

Stri.  Sir,  let  me  tell  you>,  /  thinkc  well  of  you,  uh,  ub,‘ 

Deccipt  becomes  not  dying  men  you  know, 

Shee  would  make  ee’ne  too  good  a  wife  for  you  i 
For  /  have  heard  fir  of  your  difpofition. 

Never  to  marry  without  befi:  aflurance, 

F irfi,  of  V irg  inity,  and  then  of  Chaftity , 

In  her  that  you  would  chufe ;  and  let  me  tell  you,uh,  uh, . 

I  know  not  where  you  can  fo  well  be  fitted  : 

She’s  right,  uh,ufi,if  you  dare  take  a  weak  mans  word, 

Deceipt  would  ill  become  me,  uh,  uh. 

Caut.  1  takeyouat  your  word,  and  thankeyoufir, 

Stri .  Vh,uh,  uh,  uh  — O  lay  me  in  my  bed  s 
You  need  not  leave  me  yet  fir. 

C<wt.  No  fir,  no, 

It  fhall  be  a  match, or  no  match  ere  I  goe.  Exeunt  omnes . 

They  lead  Striker  forth. 

zslEl  Scene  9. 

Money -lack**  Springe 0  Britleware,  Hojden ♦ 

^,\T  Ow  fir  have  you  your  rules  by  heart? 

l\l  /ty.Both  Rules  and  Rudiments  I  have  al  adunguem ... 
Mon .  Repcate  your  Principles . 

Hoy .  Principles  to  be  imprinted  in  the  heart  of  every  new  made 
gentleman  1  To  commend  none  but  himfeife-.to  like  no  mans  wit 
but  his  owne:to  flight  that  which  heunderftandsnot:tolend  mo- 
ny,&  never  look  for’t  agen :  to  take  up  upon  obligation,  &  lend 
out  upon  affe&ion  :  to  owclnuch,  but  pay  little  :  to  fell  land,  but 
buy  none;to  pawn, but  never  to  redeem  agcnito  fight  for  a  whore t 
I  I  S  to 
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to  cherifh  a  Bawd, and  dcfie  a  tradesman, 

Aion.  And  canyon  obfcrve and  keepe  thels  rules  thinkeyou? 
Hoy .  I  hope  l  can  fir, and  have  begunne  pretty  well  already; 
you  lee  /  have  fpent  and  lent  all  my  money  ,  and  pawn'd  all 
my  Cloaths  but  thefea  my  bacfcc,  as  / am  a  cleare  gentleman  ;and 
for  the  reft  of  the  rudiments,  and  the  fcverall  carriages  and  de¬ 
portments.  by  garbe,  by  congy,  complement, &c.  which  are  to 
be  attain’d  by  pradice  when /come  abroad  and  amongft'hem, 
yoU  fliiallgaine  credit  by  me. 

Mon .  I  commend  your  confidence :  now  Mr.Springe^nd  Mr.. 
'Brittlewarefidvg  you  the  Complementafters  before  him  a  little, 
for  h  is  further  inftrudion ; /magine  them  a  couple  of  Courtiers 
fcarcely  acquainted  fall  to ;  and  looke  that  you  congy  in  the  new 
french  Bum-trick ;  here  Landlord, take  his  Cloak  and  hat,  to  ap- 
peare  more  generous. 

Hoy .  $umtricke  \ 

Mon%  Come  meet  and  begin  ;  pldy  but  two  or  three  bouts  at 
moft  at  Angle  Rapier  complement,  and  one  or  two  at  Back-fword 
and  you  ha  done  :  now  obferve  fir. 

Hoy .  Single  Rapier,and  Back-fword  Complement  foylc. 

Sprt  Noble  Mafter  Fine-wit,the  Angle  example  of  Court-Cere¬ 
mony,^  my  apprehenfion  deale  fairely  with  me. 

Sr  it.  Sir,  how  aufpicionfly  have  /  falne  upon  the  knowledge  of 
you  by  vertue  of  the  lame  apprehenfion. 

Mon.  So,  there’s  one. 

Scene  Io» 

Enter  Gil,  Sam .  Wat,  ajide. 

Gil .  What’s  here? 

Sam  Peace,  let’s  fee  a  little  more. 

Hoy .  As  /  am  a  Gentleman, a  neatebout  and  fairely  come  off  o’ 
both  fid  es. 

Spr.  Sir,/  ftialleverbleffethcpromptnefieofmy  memory,  in 
being  lo  fortunate  to  coiled:  the  fallacious  acquaintance  of  Vo 
complcat  a  goodneffe. 

Hoy.  Sweet  lir  I  Ibaii  ever  bleflc,&c.  Writes  in  his  tables. 

Brit .  Oh  you  are  pleas’d  out  of  that  noble  worth  which  can 
convert  all  things  to  the  forme  and  image  of  its  ownc  perfedi- 

on. 
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©n  to  make  your  fclfe  gloriou$,with  that  which  is  mifcrably  im- 
poverilh’d  in  it  fclfe. 

< JM.on .  Good,  there’s  two. 

Hoy ,  Mifcrably  impoverifht  in  it  fclfe — -oh  fweet. 

Spr .  Sir,  you  have  fuch  a  conquering  way  in  humility,  that  hee 
fhallbe  fare  to  come  offvaoquifta’d  that  offers  to  contend  with 
you. 

Brit.  This  is  the  nobleft  of  ail  humanity  to  peece  u  p  the  dcfedl 
of  your  friend  with  a  glory  of your  owne* 

Cftion.  A  plaine  hit  that  :  here  were  three  bouts  well  plaid. 

Hoy.  Peece  up  the  dcfebl  of  your  friend  with  a  glory  of  your 
owne  ;  moft  (lately  fine, as  /  am  a  gentleman. 

Mon.  So  much  for  (ingle  Rapier :  now  for  your  fecret  wipe  at 
Back-fword.  .  ‘  1 

Hoy.  /that  1  would  fee,  like  the  hackling  of  the  Millers  leggs: 
now  for  a  delicate  back-blow. 

Spr .  See  you  yon  fellow  /  held  complement  with  ? 

Hoy.  Yes  fir,  a  well-fpoken  gentleman  and  a  lovely. 

Spr*  The  amntft:  trifle  in  a  Kingdom e. 

Hoy.  What  he  is  not, is  lie  ? 

Made  onely  to  make  phyficke  worke  :  a  very  lumpc  of 
laughter. 

Hoy.  Ha,  fia^ha. 

MonK  You  have  done  well :  now  you  fir. 

*Bnt.  Doe  you  note  him  yonder  that  pafl  from  you  ? 

■  Hoy.  That  gallant  fir  ? 

Brit.  The  very  ftorne  at  Court ; 

So  empty,  not  one  paflable  part  about  him. 

.  Cfrlon.  Good. 

Brit .  A  very  tilting  ftockc  for  yong  pra&ifers  to  break  their 
jefts  on. 

Mon'.  Enough.  * 

Hoy*G ood  and  enough  •  doe  you  call  this  good  enough ,  to abufe 
one  another  thus  ? 

c Mon.  Yes,  this  is  qadcfword  Complement :  this  wipes  off  the 
falfe  praile  which  the  fir  ft.  thruft  on  :  you  mult  bee  feene  in  both, 
or  you  are  no  true  garbift:  elfe. 

Hoy .  J  (hall  fooneft  hit  o' this;  for  from  a  wheipe  1  could  give 
feurvey  language,  Gil. 

I  ' 


trarcten » 

tyl,  Now  break  in  upon  ’hem ;  fave  you  fir  Hugh,  1 

Hoy ,  O  courfe  faiutation  :  fave  you  fir  Hugh,  | 

Mon.  H°w  got  you  hither  gentlemen  ?  "  \  1 

Wat.  Here  we  are  fir, and  have  fecne  part  of  your  practice, your  ] 

Courtly  exercife. 

Mon .  Peace  :  but  how  got  you  in,  and  a  ft  ranger  with  yee  ? 

Gil ,  He  (Kail  betray  nothing.  <  j 

Sam.  W e  found  fairc  entrance  into  the  houfe.  Gil,&  Wat 

'Brit.  ’Sfoot  where’s  my  wife  then?  rvhifp  .with  Mon . 

Sam,  If  your  wife  be  the  gentlewoman  o’  the  houfe  fir ,  fhce’s 
now  gone  forth  in  one  o*  the  new  Hand-litters  .•  what  call  yce  it, 
a  Sedan. 

Brit .  OSedana.  Ex. 

Spr.  He’s  runne  mad  with  his  homes. 

Hoy.  He’s  runne  with  my  Hat  and  Cloak  by  your  leave. 

Spr .  He’ll  come  agen,  neare  doubt  him. 

Hoy ,  You  fay  fofmall  acquaintance ;  but  I  could  ne’refec  any 
thing  of  mine  againe,  fince  I  came  amongft  you,if  it  once  got  out 
of  my  fight ;  what  money  have  I  .left  troe  ?  Tells. 

Brit,  I  pray  gentlemen  which  way  took  Hie  • 

■5  Sam.  Downe  towards  the  Strand  I  tell  you,  in  a  new  Litter, 
with  the  number  one  and  twenty  in  the  breech  on’t. 

Brit,  A  Litter  of  one  and  twenty  in  her  breech  :  High  time  to 
tunne.  Exit. 

Cjil,  You  fee  we  have  our  plot  in  adion  too  ,  fir  Hugh,  and  it 
runnes  faircly  on. 

Mon.  But  what  a  rogue  art  thou  to  put  fuch  a  flur  upon  thine 
owne  Vncle  5  firft  to  put  him  on  for  thy  felfe ,  then  you  with  a 
Counterfeit  tricke  to  put  him  off  o*  that  courfc,  to  runne  defpc- 
rately  headlong  to  breake  his  owne  necke  in  a  match  :  what  a 
Rogue  art  thou  to  ufc  thine  uncle  thus  ? 

Wat.  Nay  what  a  wretch  were  you,  ifyoufhould  crofle  your 
daughter  in  fuch  a  fortune  ? 

Mon.  Which  if  I  doe,  cut  my  wind-pipe:  what  the  yong  raf- 
call  Touchwood  is  gone  into  France  they  fay  l 
Wat.  I  he’s  fafe  enough. 

Mon,  Sir  Cautious  to  be  catch’d  !  if  I  doe  not  love  my  daugh¬ 
ter' the  better  for  her  lucky  leg  ftrctching,  I  am  a  villainc,  lam 
taken  with  fuch  kind  of  roguery.  <7/7. 
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Gil  Take  heed  you  have  not  a  crofleplot  in  that  itching  pate 
of  yours  to  fpoyle  all  now. 

Mon,  Then  cut  my  weafond  I  lay. 

< j*l .  And  I  fweare  I  vvill,or  cut  thefc  hands  off; I  thought  good 
to  tell  you  fo,  becaufe  I  know  what  tricks  you  have  done,&  what 
difeoveries  you  have  made  for  fmall  parcells  of  ready  money . 

Mon,  Hoopoxe,  I  want  no  money;  now  look  there  comet 
Mr*  Hoyden,  falutc  thefe  ga'lants. 

Hoy,  VV  hat  without  a  hat  or  cloak  ? 

Mon,  The  better  for  a  young  beginner. 

Hey,  Sweet  fir,  I  (hall  ever  bleflctny  aufpicious  ftarres  ,  that 
fhin'd  me  into  the  falicious  acquaintance  of  fo  fingular  goodnes. 

Gil,  Sir  you  forget  yourfelfe. 

Hoy,  Mo  ft  fingular  fweet  fir,moft  miferably  impoveriftfc  in  it 
felfe. 

Gil,  Good  fir  forbeare,  make  not  an  Idoll  of  me. 

Hoy,  You  pceccupthe  dcfedl  of  your  friend  with  a  glory  of 
your  owne. 

Sam,  Can  you  %  this  gentleman  was  a  Clowne  within  this 
fortnight  ? 

Hoy,  Within  this  fortnight  I  atfure  you  fir,as  rank  a  Clown  o* 
one  fide,  as  ever  held  Cow  to  Bull* 

Saw.  Had  it  beenc  o’  both  fidcs,  it  had  bcene  miraculous* 

Hoy,  Now  note  me  fir :  doe  you  fee  that  fellow  I  left  ? 

Sam,  Yc$jtis  my  friend. 

Hoy,  The  arranteft  coxcomb  in  a  Country  Sam.  How  fir? 

Hoy.  Made  onely  to  make  Phyfick  worke. 

Sam .  You  doe  not  know  him  fure. 

Hoy,  A  tilting  fiockc  for  young  pradlifersto  break  jefts  on  s 
there's  a  wipe  for  you  at  backafword  Complement. 

Sam,  There’s  another  for  you  fir.  Kicky  him. 

Hoy ♦  You  knock  at  the  wrong  doore  fir,  and  I  pitty  your  igno¬ 
rance  :  goe  to  (cboole  as  I  have  done,and  learn  more  wit :  kick  a 
gentleman.  Att  4.  Scene  1 1* 

Eater  Tom  Hoydtn  ar,d  £oulter,  ~ 

Cofflt.  Here  he  is;and  here  be  ail  the  crue  on’hem,and  more. 

T cm  Here?  thou  mockft  he  is  not  here :  fure  thefe  be  all  Lords 
I  thinke.  Wat.  How  now^what’s  he  ?  , 

Spr,  Slid  ’tis  his  Clowne  brother  he  ipake  of? 

K 


Tern. 
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Tom .  Is'tpoffiblericha  made  a  fweet  jaunt  after  you, &  have  I 
vound  avinevoole  o’thee  ’.where's  thy  voure  hundred  pound  ?  is 
that  made  a  voole  on  too  troe:  where's  the  zartificate  my  mother 
ga’  thee  to  vinde  thine  unck?gi’  me  that ,  chill  zee  what  I  can 
doewi’it. 

Hoy.  Away  Clowne  I  know  thee  not3canft  thou  complement? 
T^w.ComplementlyeS  rl  can  complement  dagger  out  o’fheath, 
an  I  zet  on’t. 

QchIu 1  hope  he’ll  veeze  ycu)  and  make  your  zilken  jacket  hum  : 
well  zed  Mr.  Thomas  to ’hem,  and  to  ’hemallllezideyee. 

CjiUWyt  •  Sam  •  Mr  .Thomas  he  call  him? 

Tom ,  Yes,  Mr.  Thomas,  and  wbatzay  you  to  that ;  andasgood 
a  Mr.  as  the  beft  o’yee,  and  yougoe  to  that ;  for  by  uds  fhall  jidge 
me, I  think  you  are  all  but  a  company  of  Chcaterlings ;  and  if  you 
doe  not  give  the  voole  my  brother  fartifi&ion  for  the  wrongs 
youha*  done  him,  and  me  in  him,  lie  canvas  it  out  o'  the  carkaf- 
fes  o’  zoine  o’  yee,  by  uds  daggers  death  will  1 .  Draw  Coal  er,  & 
amongft  ’hem. 

Mon.  Hold  fir,  hold,  you  (hall  have  fat  is  fad  ion* 

Tom.  O  fhall  Izoe,pUt  upagaine  C'^Aer. 

67  A  This  is  a  (lout  roring  Clowne. 

Mon,  Where’s  the  Mr.  o*  the  houfe  ? 

Spr .  He’s  runne  mad  after  his  wife, now  hcfhould  look  to  his 
houfe  '  . 

Torn.  Cha  mich  a  doe  to  vorbeare beating  o’  thee  yet,  my  vin- 
gersd'oe  zo  itch  at  thee. 

Hoy.  I  underhand  thee  not, as  I  am  a  gentleman. 

Tow.  But  now  I  thinke  on’t  Conker y  we’ll  have  all  ag  ine,  & 
by  a  quieter  way  ;and  teach  ’hem  to  licke  hony, catch  birds  with 
ChafFe,or  go  to  plow  with  dogs.  *  ^AV.Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Hoy.  Ha,ha,  ha  ^  who  underftands  the  Barbarian  tro  ?. 

Coal.  Uds  vifh  Mailer  they  do  nothing  but  jeer  to  you  all  this 
while  now* 

Tom.  Doe  they  jee re,  let  ’hern  jeer  &  gibe  too  $  ile  vetch  ones 
Warrant  fhall  out  jee  re  ’hem  all,  and  he  be  above  ground, 
c Jfytoy>.  You  fhall  not  need  fir ;  go  but  in  till  the  Mr.  of  the  houfe 
comes  ho  me, you  fhall  have  your  d  efi  re. 

Tom ♦  Youzay  very  well  fir  ;  zay  well  is  good, but  doe  well  is 
better*  Lets  zee  what  you  will  doe  now. 

Gil- 
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Gil .  Remember  we  have  warn’d  you  (ir  Hugh,  we  muft  leave 
you.  7<?>w.  Nay  I  chill  look  to  yomfirrah  come  in  my  hand. 

c Mon.  Now  for  a  trick  to  rid  us  of  this  Cdowne, 

Or  our  trade  finks,  and  up  our  houfc  is  blowne.  Exm  omnes, 

j  ,  i .  -* 1  ••  ’f.*  v  7'  "-  4  *V-\  o-. 


Ad  5.  Scene  1. 

. 

Enter  Tr ampler  and  Touchwood , 

Tram.  *Tp  Is  as  I  tell  you  Mr.  Touchwood  ;  your  fpnnc  has  loft  a 
JL  faire  fortune  in  the  young  gentlewoman, and  as  1  con~ 
ceiveby  your  wilfulncs  Sir  Arnold  Cautious  licks  his  lips  at  her* 
I  affure  you;  and  a  fweet  lick  it  is,  fixe  thoufand  pound  in  prefent 
portion.  Touch .  A  fweet  lick  he  lias  indeed  if  he  knew  all. 

Tram ,  He  does  know  all  fir. 

Touch .  /f  he  did,  /  know  what  l  know;  good  oath  let  me  not 
lofe  thy  vertue. 

Tram .  He  knowes  moreover,  that  Mr.  Strike ,  her  grandfa¬ 
ther  has  covenanted  to  give  her  t  wo  thoufand  pound  more  at  the 
birth  of  his  firft  Child,  lawfully  begotten  on  her  body. 

T ouch.  Ha, ha,  ha;buc  what  if  her  firft  child  prove  illegitimate? 

TrHm .  That  is  not  to  be  thought  fir* 

Touch *  Yes,  and  fpoken  too,  if  /durft ;  but  good  oath  let  mec 
not  lofe  thy  vertue.  Tram*  And  then  he  had  entred  into  ten 

thoufand  pound  bond,  to  leave  her  his  heire  if  fhe  furvive  him, 

T ouch.  But  he’s  well  recover’d  you  fay. 

Tram.  Very  lufty,  very  lively  fir. 

Touch.  Then  hang  him,  he’ll  never  dye  ;  /  am  a  fear’d  /  muft  be 
faine  to  give  him  over,  ?  fhall  never  vexe  him  to  death  :  no,  no, 
I  fhall  never  do’t. 

Tram.  No  fir, /heard  himfelfe  fay, that  your  vexing  him  has  bin 
his  phyfick,  and  the  beft  meanes  to  keep  him  alive. 

Touch.  Did  he  fay  fo  ?  /  le  tea  re  this  match  in  peecesprefently  .* 
and  fee  how  that  will  workc  on  him ;  ile  do’t,  what’s  an  oath  to 
me,  in  refpcdl  offending  him  to  the  Devili,  /ledo’r. 

Tram.  /  would  you  could  fir,  and  recover  her  for  your  Ton  yet. 

Tou*h.  V mh.  Tram  .Becaufe  /  love  the  yong  gentleman  wel 

K  2  Touch 


I  Touch.  Vmh.  Tram.  Though  /affure  you  the  writings  arc 

I  all  paft,  fign'd>  feal’d  ,  and  delivered  ;  but  /  have  ’hem  in  my 

IL  hands  yet,  andean  doe  you  apleafure.  Touch.  Humh. 

7  raw.  And  came  purpofdy  coadvife  you,  becaufe  /  loue  your  Ton. 

I I  Touch*  Vmb— what  a  world  ofvillany  lies  in  the  jobber  noule 

of  a  Lawyer.  Trim.  Thinke  of  it  fir, and  befpeedy. 

T ouch.  Right  learned  in  the  Law, and  my  Tons  friend  Mr  .Tramp- 
ter,  Mr.  A wbodexter  T rampler^  you  are  a  moft  notorious  knave,  & 
j|  and  you  fhall  heare  on’t  o’borh  fidcs  >  as  you  take  fees* 

T ram.  Nay, and  you  be  fo  hot  Mr  Touchwood  /  am  gone.  Ex . 

Touch.  I  know  my  courfe;  either  /  will  crack  the  heart-firings 
I  of  Striker  y  in  eroding  this  match,  ivith  the  crack’d  credit  of  his 

Neece,  or  elfe  /  will  be  friends  with  him,  and  that  will  kill  him 
J|  out  right :  But  my  oath  dill  troubles  me— Oh  gentlemen  you  at£ 

-  welcome. 

A#  5.  Score  2.  Enter  Gilbert  And  W A* *  _ 

Wat.  Ha  you  heard  firofyour  fonneyet  ? 

*  Touch ,  Not  /,he  lacks  no  money  yet  itfeems: 

Young  Travellers  make  no  other  life  of  their  fathers. 

Cjil.  But  ha  you  heard  the  newes  of  bis  young  Miflris  ? 

Touch.  Whatoffir  Cautious  being  catclit ,  the  wife  and  wary 
gentleman,  your  Vncle,  that  would  not  belecve  there  could  be  a 
|  j!  marriagablc  maid,thogh  (he  were  juflified  by  a  jury  of  Midvyifcs, 
and  therefore  purpos’d  to  have  dy’d  a  Batchelour :  that  he  ihould 
now  beecatch’d  with  a  pipt  Nut-fhell,and  a  Maggot  in’t. 

|i‘  jvat .  Sure  he  was  flrangely  wrought  to’t. 

Gil.  /you  mutl  think 

|  There  have  beene  knavifh  heads  us’d  in  the  bufineffe. 

TouehRut  /  wil  e roffe  it  and  their  knaveries,what  ere  they  are. 

|  prat,  /hope  you  will  not  erode  mine  uncle  in  fuch  a  fortune  tho. 

To  »ch.  What  to  marry  a  wench  ? 

Wat*  No,  fo  much  wealth  fir. 

|||  Touch .  Pray  let  me  ufe  my  Chriftian  liberty,  my  Conference 

pricks  rrieto’tjit  mud  be  done.  Enter  Servant. 

Nov/  what  fay  you  fir?  tvhifprr. 

1  Cjtl  We  might  ha  (par’d  this  labour :  he  was  rcfolvkf  before  we 

came  it  feemes  to  fpoylethe  marriage. 

Wat.  We  could  not  bee  too  lure  though  :  wee  arc  now  furc  c- 
nough,  that  our  difi  wafions  will  fpur  him  on  the  faftcr. 

GiL 


Gil .  And  we  are  no  lefle  fare,  that  fir  Hugh  Monf-lick*  will  let 
his  ftrength  to  lift  Sir  Cautions  off  o’  the  hooks,  in  hope  of  a  mat¬ 
ter  of  5.  Pound, though  he  forfeit  the  obligation  of  his  throat  by’t. 

IV at.  All, the  danger  is,  that  Sir  Hugh  wilbe  with  mine  Uncle 
too  foon,  &  prevent  the  match  before  he  be  too  deep  ingagM  in*r. 

Gil.  For  that  my  letter  of  inftruft  ions, which  I  have  given  An- 
nabcll  (hall prevent  him ;  and  Striker  keeps  Sir  Cautions  in  his 
houfe  fo  warily,  that  untill  the  intended  wedding  houre,Sr.£/#£& 
fhall  not  obtaine  admittance.  Ex ,  Ser. 

Touch.  Goe  fetch  'hem  in,  and  make  the  warrant :  ha, ha,  ha: 
Gentlemen  will  you  heare  a  complaint  my  man  tells  mee  of  cer- 
tainc  Clowncs  that  defire  my  warrant  to  apprehend  for  notori¬ 
ous  Cheaters,  whom  doe  you  thinke  ? 

Gil.  I  cannot  gheffe,  JVat.  I  know  none  I  hope, 

Touch .  Even  Sir  Hugh  Money- lacks  ythc  mourning  Knight;  and 
fome  of  his  aflociats. 

Gil.  O’mylifeitis  the  roringClowne ,  about  the  new  made 
Gentleman  his  brother. 

5  .  Scene  3.  Enter  Tom  and  Coulter. 

Touch .  What  is  it  you  fir, Mr.  Strikers  Nephew, as  1  take  it, you 
cald  his  great  worships  Vncle  lately  as  I  takeit,and  did  your  belt 
to  rorc  me  out  of  his  houfe, 

Tom,  Zheart  Coulter  we  be  vallen  into  the  Bakers  ditch. 

Touch.  And  doe  you  bring  your  complaints  to  me  (ir,ha  ? 

Coul.  Zet  a  good  vace  on’t ;  and  veare  no  colours  though. 

Tom .  I  am  an  honed  man,  and  a  true  man  for  ail  that,  and  I 
thought  you  the  vitteft  to  make  my  complaint  to.becaufc  you  were 
the  n:xtJuftice,toas  peffilcnce  a  peeccofyillanyaseveryou  were 
Matter  ofin  all  your  life  ;  I  cornebut  v  >r  juttice,  and  copay  vor 
what  I  fakCjand’tbeavorehmdjhereit  is, whether  it  be  vor  your 
Clarke  or  your  zclfe.who  makes  or  meddles  with  it, your  man  has 
my  complaint  in  writing,  pray  let  me  have  your  warrant. 

Ttf/z.You  fhal,but  firft  tell  me  ,  how  came  it  that  you  cald  that 
Striker  uncle.  Tom,  Vor  caufc  that  he  is  uncle  to  avoole  that 
I  ba*  to  my  brother,  and  I  thought  I  might  befo  bold  wee’n,  and 
he  was  not  againft  it  at  virft,till  you  were  gone,  and  then  he  bad 
me  goe  zeck  better  tettimony,and  fo  1  went  and  vound  my  bio- 
4her  Tim,  his  owne  zufters  zonne  I  attute  yee. 

Touch,  His  Sitters  loan e  ? 

‘  K  3  Tom. 
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T omA  Where  he  was  made  fuch  a  T/>»,as  ne're  was  heard  on  in 
T ontoriy  amongft  a  m  my  Cheaters:by  maffe  here  are  a  couple  o'm. 
Coni .  Theie  were  o’ the  crew. 

Touch.  How  now  my  Mailers  :  fure  fellow  thou  art  miftaken. 
T^.NofirJam  not  miftaken  T:but  retake  ’hem  I, where  I  vinde 
*hem  ft  And  I  charge  your  jufticefhip  with  ’hem  I,  til  they  bring 
out  my  brother  I. 

T  ouch  A  ing  out  you  r  brothenwhy  what  has  your  brother  done?* 
Tow,  Done:nay  they  have  done  and  undone  him  annongft  ’hem. 
And  I  think  devour’d  him  quick  too,vor  he  is  loft,  &  no  where  to 
be  vonnd .  IT  ouch.  Doe  you  know  the  meaning  of  any  of  this 
gentlemen? 

QU.  II  he  were  your  brother  fir,  that  you  found  at 'Sir  Hugh 
Mohey^lucks  lodging,  you  know  we  left  him  in  your  hands. 

Wat.  We  fteptin  but  by  chance, &  fuch  a  youth  we  found  there, & 
there  wc  left  him  in  your  and  their  hands,  that  had  the  managing 
of  him.  T  om.  Zo  you  did,  but  what  then  did  me  the  reft, but 

pil’d'  me, and  my  man£  oulter  here  with  wine, and  zack,and  fome- 
thing  in  t,I  dare  be  zwore  that  laid  us  a  zleep ,  when  we  miftru- 
fted  nothing  but  vaire play :  oh  fpeak  Coulter ,  oh. 

CouL  And  then  when  were  vaft  azleep,  they  all  gave  us  thezlip, 
the  Knight  was  gon,and  the  Squire  was  gon,&  Mr.7*/»  was  gon> 
but  he  was  made  a  way,  without  all  peraventure;for  all  theparrell 
that  he  wore  was  left  behind  :  and  then — fpeak  Mafter. 

T And  then  the  Mr  o’  the  houfe  came  home,&  made  a’mon- 
ft  rous  wonderment  for  the  lode  of  bis  wife ;  he  could  not  vinde 
her  he  zed, and  zo  he  vaire  and  vlatly  tbruft  us  out  o’  doores ,  and 
is  gone  a  hunting  after  his  wifcagen :  fpeak  Coulter . 

Gtl.  Alas  poore  Britlew.ire. 

C  uh.  And  then  we  came  for  your  warrant ,  to  vihd  all  thefe 
menagen.  Tom.  And  to  take  ’hern  where  we  vinde’hem>& 
thde  werezomeon 5  hem,  when  time  was,  and  pray  lookto’hem. 

Touch,  /know  not  what  to  make  o’chisibut  fure  there’s  fome- 
thing  in’t :  And  for  thefe  gentlemen  lie  fee  them  forth-comming, 
Wat.  vYethanke  you  fir. 

Gil.  And  I  will  undertake  Sir  Hugh  Mony-lacks  will  beat  the 
Bride-houfe.  Touch. ^6  thither  will  /  inftantly. 

Gil.  wa\  We’ll  waite  uponyou  fir, 

Tow ,  And  I  chill  make  bold  to  wait  upon  you  till  /  be  better 
zartified*  Touch . 
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Touch.  You  QnlijCo  me  on  your  way,  come  gentlemen* 

'  Jjil  VVeil,here  isfuch  aknotnowtountie5 

As  would  turne  Oedipus  his  brains  awry*  %  Ex,  emu. 

Scene  4,  Enter  Curate andBritleware, 

Cur,  Be  appeas’d  and  comforted  ,good  Mr. Britt/eware}t rouble 
not  your  head  in  running  after  your  fate^nor  break  your  weighty 
braines  in  feeking  wayes  after  your  wives  heeles,  which  are  fo 
Kght  by  y  our  owne  report,  they  cannot  crack  an  egge. 

Bru.  Her  cred  it  yet  they  may  and  mine. 

Cur,  Bcfeies  your  wife  is  your  wife  where  e’re  flic  is, abroad  as 
wel  as  at  home$yca,  loft  perhaps  as  well  as  found:/ am  now  going 
co  yoke  a  heifer  to  a  hushand,that  perhaps  wil  fay  fo  fhortly  -.whi¬ 
ther  away  Mr.  T r ampler  f  Scene  5.  Enter  Tramp/ er ♦  • 

Tram.  To  the  wedding  houfs  :  where  I  thinke  I  faw  your  wife 
laft  night  Mr  B rid are.  Brit,  Did  you  fir,  did  you  ? 

Tram .  I  cannot  fay  dircdfcly  ,•  but  /  think  *t  was  {he  :  does  flie  not 
call  the  gentlewoman  Aunt  that  keeps  Mr,  Strikers  houfe  ? 

Brit,  Yes  Miftris  Frifwood9(he  is  her  Aunt  fir.  Scepe  6. 

Cur*  Come  goe  with  us  and  find  her.  Enter  the  Ssdany  Hey, 

Bnt,  Pray  gentleman  ftay,fbr  I  fuppofe  in  it  jn  womans  deaths  i 
She’s  herahere’s  number  one  and  twenty  - &  this  is  fure  the  litter. 

Litter  man.  What  peep  y<  ufor;  you  ought  not  to  do  fo  fir. 

Brit,  By  what  Com  million  ought  you  to  carry  my  wife  in  a 
Clofe  ttoole  under  my  nofe 

Lmer-mm,  Its.  a  clofe  Chayre  by  your  leave  :  And  I  pray  for- 
beare,  you  know  not  who  we  carry 

Brit,  I  know  the  cloaths  (he  weares,and  I  will  fee  the  party* 

Hy,  l  know  that  voyce5&  let  me  fee  rhe  man;it  is  my  furgeon. 

Tram.  A  Surgeon  1  1  took  you.  for  a  China  (hop-keeper  Matter 
Sri  tie-war  e ;  thefe  by.t  ra  d  es;  a  re  for  feme  by  purpofes  ,  and  I  fmcll 
knavery.  Cur,  And  Lawyers  corn-only  arc  the  beft  upon  that  fent. 

Brit, Gentlemen  this  is  a  man  that  lay  in  my  houfe. 

Ho, A  gentleman  you  would  fay,or  my  coft  was  illbefto’d  there. 

Brit .  Thefeare  my  goods  he  weares  •  that  was  my  mothers 
Gowne,  and  fellctnioufiy  he  weares  it. 

Hy.  Tis  all  /  have  to  fliew  for  foure  hundred  pound  1  laid  out 
in  your  houfe  ;  and  Sir  Hugh  put  it  upon  me,  and  hir’d  thefe  men 
to  carry  me  —  Whither  was  it  ? 

Lite  -*»<p,Vp  to  a  lodging  in  St.  Cjilefes  fir* 


The  Sparagus  Garden. 

Hoy.  Where  he  promis’d  to  finifli  his  workc  of  a  gentleman 
in  me,  and  fend  me  to  my  Vncle. 

Cnr%  O  monflrumhorer  dtirn  -  a  man  in  womens  cloathes. 

T ram.  Tis  fellony  by  the  Law. 

'Brit, Has  fir  Hugh  gin  me  the  Hip  to  finifli  his  work  in  privac  > 
it  fhall  all  out, I  am  refold’d,  though  I  bewray  my  felfe  in’t :  pray 
gentlemen  aflift  me  with  this  party  to  Mr.  juftice  Strikers ,  you 
lay  my  wife  is  there.  Tnm.  Yes  you  lhall  thither. 

Brit, And  there  lie  take  a  courfc  you  fhal  fmel  knavery  enough. 
Hoy.  I  findc  J  am  abus’d  enough  o’  confciencc :  and  (hall  be  car¬ 
ried  to  mine  Vncle  now  before  my  time  and  not  as  a  gentleman, 
but  as  a  gentlewoman,  which  grieves  me  worft  ofall. 

Cur,  Hinc  ilia  Uchrima,  the  youth  is  lure  abus’d  jindeed. 

Hoy  Oh.  Tram.  Come  leave  your  crying  :  And  you 
beafts  up  with  your  luggage, and  along  with  us ;  ile  fetch  fuch  dri¬ 
vers  as  (Ball  fee  you  on  elfe. 

Lttter-man,  Let  us  be  paid  for  our  labour,  and  well  carry  him 
to  Bride-weil,  ifyouplcafe. 

Hoy, Oh,  oh, that  ever  I  was  born  in  this  groaning  chaire«  Ex, 
Alt  5,  Scere  7.  Frifwood and  Rebecca, 

Fns ,  It  was  well  /fent  for  thee  Neece ,  to  helpe  me  decke  the 
Bride  here,  and  that  the  jealous  foole  thy  1  us  band  thinkes  thou 
art  gone  affray  the  whilc;it  will  be  a  meanes  for  thee  to  take  thy 
liberty  another  night,  and  pay  him  home  indeed  ,  when  he  fhall 
not  have  the  power  to  miftruft  thee  :  it  is  the  common  conditi¬ 
on  of  Cuckolds  to  miftruft  fo  much  afore  hand, that  when  they  are 
Dub’d  indeed,  they  have  not  a  glympfe  of  lufpition  left. 

%gb.  Their  homes  hang  i’their  light  then ;  but  truely  Aunt, for 
mine  owne  part,  /  had  rather  my  husband  fhould  be  j*ealous  ftil 
then  be  cur’d  in  that  right  kindejthough  I  confelle  the  ends  of  all 
my  longings,and  the  vexations  /have  put  him  to 
Were  but  to  run  his  jealouiieout  oi  breath. 

And  make  him  pant  under  the  frivolous  weight 
He  beares  \  that  is,  a  Cuckold  in  conceit ; 

Which  without  doubt  he  labours  with  by  this  time: 

And  when  he  finds  me  cleare, 'twill  be  as  well : 

( l  hope )  and  better  then  if  it  were  done 
By  the  broad  way  offoule  pollution. 

*Fri \  Nay  I  doe  not  perfwade  you.take  the  downe-right  way, 
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Nothing  againft  your  Confidence  Neecc;  Ifent  . 

For  him  to  ha  come  and  found-you  here  6y  chance ; 

Rut  he  has  ihut  up  boufs,and  is  runne  mad 
About  the  ToWnelfceare  to  all  your  haunts 
Rt  b.  He  (hall  come  hither  and  renounce  his  jcaloulie, 

And  then  entreat  me  too  before  I  goe.  Scene  8. 

Fris  Yes  that's  a  wife  wives  part.  £nt.Stnk.&  Cant. 

Sni.  What’s  the  Bride  ready  ?  Frit'pi es  Gr.fne’s  dreft, 

Reb.  And  dreft,  and  dreft  indeed ; 

Never  was  maid  fo  dreft  :oh  fir  you  are  happy  5 
The  happkft'  Knight,  and  arc  now  in  cledhon 
Ofthc  moft  fweet  encounter  in  a  bride. 

That  e’re  your  chivalry  could  couch  a  Lance  at. 

'  Cant  I  thanke.you  Mrs,  and  lie  bring  her  fiaortly  tobeftow  many 
w’vec  in  China  wares.  Reb.Shc  isher  felfthepureft  pieceofPurl- 
lane-  that  e’  re  had  liquid  fweet  meats  lick’d  out  of  it. 

Cant.  And  purer  too  I  hope.  Stti.  Go  call  her  down. 

Frit’  She’s  at  her  private  prayers  yet  fir,(he. 

Stti  When  ihe  has  done, then  haften  her  away.  Ex.Frtt.Reb. 

Reb  Such  Brides  doe  feldomc  make  their  grooms  their  prey. 

Stri  Doeyou  now  conclude  Sir  Arnold  you  are  happy  ?  Scene  9. 
Caut  As  man  can  be  being  fo  ncare  a  wife.  Ent.M.ntUckj. 

Mon.  By  your  leave  gentlemen.  Stti.  He  come?I  fear  a  mifehief. 

Mon.  How  comes  it  Father  Striker, and  fonne  Cautious  inj  cledion 
That  you  huddle  up  a  match  here  for  my  child. 

And  I  not  made  acquainted,  as  unworthy, 

Vntill  the  very  intended  marriage  hourc? 

Stri.  Who  fent  you  hither,  Ilentnotforyounowfir: 

And  there  I  am  wi’  y  ee  fir. 

Mon.  Tistrue,  I  covenanted  notto  comeat  you, 

Vntill  you  fent  for  me,  unleffc  you  found 
Toanz  Toucbwood  had  the  love  of  Annabel! > 

You  have  heard  he  has  touch’d  her  has  he  not? 

S/W.Hold  your  peace.  Mon.'Hti  he  not  made  hct7" onchwcod  too? 
Stri  Can  youfey  fo ?  Mon. Yes, St  ftruckfire  too  in  her  tinderbox. 

t  Stri.  You  will  not  fpeak  thus.  '  ;; 

tJAIon.  To  you  I  ncede  not  •  for  y  ou  know’t  alrcad  y ; 

But  to  my  friend  Sir  r,  whom  l  honour, 

Agd  would  not  fee  fo  ftiipwrack’d,  I  may  fpeake  it. 
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St  ri.  Will you'undoe  your  daughter  ? 

Mon .  My  daughter ;  no  you  fhall  not  put  her  upon  me  how. 

She  is  your  daughter  fir  :  if  I  bu:  call  her  mine, 

Or  fuffer  her  to  aske  me  a  bare  bletfmg, 

You’ll  thrudher  out :  no,  you  adopted  her 
In  your  owne  name,  and  made  a  Striker  of  her. 

No  more  a  'J^.onj  lacks* 

Stri .  The  beggarly  Knight  isdefperate. 

And  fhould  he  out  with  it,  my  fhame  were  endleflc : 

This  is  the  way  or  none  to  ftop  his  mouth : 

Tis  but  a  money  matter  *,  (lay  a  little 
Mon.  Goe  not  away  fir  Arnold,  l  muft  {peak  wi*  ycc. 
fartt.  I  am  not  going  fir  , 

Stri ,  Be  not  a  Mad -man,  here,  here’s  forty  peeces > 

I  know  you  ufe  to  ftrike  for  fmaller  fummes  : 

But  take  it  for  your  fi knee, and  withall  i 
My  conftant  love,  and  my  continuall  friend  (hip. 

c Mon*  Give  me  your  hand  o’  that ;  enough.  Sir  Arnold . 

Cant.  VVhat  fay  you  to  me  fir  Hughl 
Stri .  What  does  he  meane  tro  ? ' 

Mon .  You  muft  not  have  my  daughter.  Can*  No  fir  Hugh, 
Mon  Vnlefle  you  meane  to  take  anothers  leavings. 

Stri.  Oh  deviJiifh  reprobate.  CV?«t«How  mean  you  that? 

Mon.  Till  fhe  has  buried  firft  another  husband. 

And  he  leave  her  a  widow :  Lam  her  father, 

And  claime  a  fathers  intereft  in  her  choife ; 

And  I  have  promis’d  her  to  one  already. 

This  very  day,  bccaufe  I  was  not  privy 
To  your  proceedings  •  and  have  taken  here . 

This  faire  aflumpfit  forty  peeces  fir 
You  might  admire  how  I  finould  have 5  hem  other  wife. 

Stri.  Here’s  an  impudent  villaine. 

Mon ,  Tor  thefe  I  give  a  hundred,  if  you  wed  her, 

.  Cant.  To  {hew  my  love  unto  your  daughter  fir  Ilepay’t. 

'CMon.  Security  in  hand  were  good* 

Caut.  Pray  lend  me  fir  a  hundred  Peeces. 

S<ri.  T  dare  not  croflfe  this  dev.  ill,  I  muft  fetch  ’hem. 

/Aon. Twill  ne’re  the  lefle  be  my  difparagement. 

C aut .  What, when  they  know  her  grandfather  difpos’d  her,  , 
That  has  the  care  of  her,  and  gives  her  portion?  And 
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And  then  he  can  ha*  but  his  money, can  bee  ?  jg 

c Mon.  Oh  but  the  wench,  the  wenc  h ,  is  fuch  a  wench,  I 

Scarce  two  fiich  marryed  in  a  Diocefie,  § 

In  twice  two  twelve  moneths,  for  right  and  ftraight  ones.  | 

Cant,  there  (aid  you  well  •  the  ftraight  ones  1  like  well :  | 

But  thole  that  men  call  right,  or  good  ones*  fuffer  | 

A  by  Conftru&ion.  Scene  Io.  | 

Mon.  Amongft  the  lewd .  Enter  Striker  with  a  purfe.  | 

Stri .  Here  fir.*  Mon.  But  is  here  weight  and  number  fir  ?  | 

Stri,  Now  theficnd  ftretch  thee— you  may  tak^my  word.  I 

Mon .  Here  I  am  wi’  yee  (ir.  I 

Scene  1 1 .  Enter  Gilbert ,  JYat>  ToUclrwoodfToni)  Satn,  I 

Gf/.Though  you  are  fully  bent  to  croffe  the  marriage,  | 

Y et  lets  entreat  you  not  to  be  too  fuddaine. 

Ton.  Till  they  come  to  the  word,  for  better, for  worfe . 

I  will  not  touch  at  it. 

Stri. How  now, what  mates  brcake  in  upon  us  here  ? 

Touch .  I  come  not  as  a  gueft  fir,  or  fpe&ator 
To  your  great  wedding,  but  o’tlie  Kings  affaires > 

In  which  I  muft  crave  your  afliftance  fir ; 

Deny’t  mc3or  my  entrance,  if  you  dare. 

Stri .  It  is  fomc  weighty  matter  fure  then.  Touch .  So  it  is  fir, 

But  not  to  trouble  your  fconcc  with  too  much  bufinefle 
At  once,  purfue  your  owne,  we  will  attend  a  while. 

Can  t .  In  that  he  has  faid  well  •;  I#would  the  Bride 
And  Prieft  were  come  once ;  I  am  content  they  (land 
For  witneffes :  what  my  kind  Nephew  are  you  here  ? 

I  thankc  you  for  your  plot,  you  fee  what  *tis  come  to# 

Wat.  Tis  not  all  finish'd  yet  fir.  Cau..  But  it  may  bee 
All  in  good  time  .  the  Bride  is  comming  now. 

You  and  your  brother  Poet  are  grown  friends  I  fee. 

Touch .  Whats  he?  Gil .  A  friend  of  Wats  he  brought  for  company. 
Tom.  He  was  amongft*  hem  too  atthc‘cheating  exercife,  and  yonds 
the  Knight  h  imfelfe ;  I  know ’hem  ali  i  troe. 

Touch .  And  you’ll  ftand  to  this ,that  your  loft  brother 
VVas  Strikers  Sifter  Audreyes  lonne. 

Tom.  I  ha  told  you  twonty  times*  and  yet  becaufe  you  zay  you’ll 
ftand  my  vrend,  ile  tell  you  more, (Tie  was  with  child, with  Tim  be*  . 
vore  my  vather  married  her  (The  brought  him  in  her  belly  vrom  this 

L  a  towne 
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townc  heref  where  they  get  Children  without  veare  or  wit )  butvot 
her  money, and’sownc  credits  zake,  my  rather  was  well  apaid  to 
keep  it  vor  bis  owne  ;  and  no  body  knew  to  the  Contrary  ^  not  Tim 
himzelfe  to  this  home. 

T ouch,.  Then  how  camft  thou  to  know  it  ? 

T(  m.  My  vather  told  it  me  upon  his  death-bed, and  charg'd  me  on 
hisbledingj  never  to  open  my  mouth  to  man,woman,  nor  child,  zo 
1  told  no  body  but  vokes  on't. 

7w£.Wel,hold  thy  peace, tis  an  ablofutc  wonderlnowto  the  wed¬ 
ding  Scene  I  2  Enter  Curate jTramj>.%Anrt,Fris,Reb. 

Cat*. Hows  this?my  bride  in  mourning  habit>&  her  head  inwillow? 
Stri.  What’s  the  meaning  ofit  ? 

Reb,  I  fa  id  (he  was  dreft  as  never  Bride  was  d  reft. 

Touch .  A  folemne  fhew,and  fuiting  well  the  Scene  I 
She  feems  round  bellied,and  you  marke  it  too. 

Ann,  My  habit  and  my  drefiing  fuits  my  fortune. 

Stri  Pray  fir  doe  your  office,  her  conceit 
W e  will  know  afterward.  C«r. Hem,  hem* 

Ann  ,Oh,qh.  Jinxes.* 

fris .  Oh  me  j  why  Miftris  look  up,  look  up  I  fay. 

Reb%  Clap  her  cheek,  rub  her  nofe. 

Fns  Sprinkle  cold  water  on  her  face. 

Reb.CvLt  her  lacc,cut  her  lace, and  bow  her  forward, (b,fo,fo* 
Touch.Wc  lay  my  life  (he  quickens  now  with  child:.  A».  Oh, 
Mon,  What  think  you  is  the  matter  ? 

Caut .  Women  how  is  it  with  her  ? 

Fris,  Sir,as  with  other  women  in  her  cafe. 

Caut.  How’s  that  I  pray  you.  '  %eb.  Twill  out,  ’twill  out, 
you  have  bin  doing  fomething  afore-hand  fir.  £ aut.  Hive  I  ? 

R4.  It  feems  fo  by  the  (lory.  Caut .  Is  ffiefo  dreft 

Tou ,  Ha, ha, ha. 

Fris .  Y ou  may  leave  laughing, it  was  your  fonric  that  did  ir , 

Stri.  I  am  undone,  my  houfediig  rac’d  forever. 

Touch.  He  knew’t  before  hand,  now  /  may  dcciar’f , 

Speake  o’  thy  Confcience,  didft  not  ? 

Stri.  Oh  my  heart.  Touch .  Oh  the  hangman# 

Caut .  Deceite  becomes  not  dying  men  you  know , 

Into  a  whirlepoole  of confufion 

Sinke  thou  and  all  thy  family,  accurfed  mifer. 
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Touch,  This  was  a  (urc  way  now  Sir  Cautious r 
To  tnarry  a  maid,  there's  one  i’thc  mothers  belly, 

Stri.  Vh,uh,uh,ub. 

Cant.  You  knew  not  where  I  could  be fo  well  fitted* 

»  Sirs.  Vh,uh,utv 

Gant.  A  ro:  o’your  diffembling  intraiks,  (pit  'hem  out ,  you  durft 
not  ft  rain  your  felfc  to  wind  your  whiftle,  your  Do&or  told  you  it 
would  fpend  your  fpirits,fo  made  me  whiftle  for  her 
Stri.  Vh,uh,uh. 

Tenth.  Chcare  up,  chcare  up,,  I  may  be  friends  wi’yee  now  s 
>  Here’s  one  has  caufe,  and  knowes  the  way  to  vexe  yee,. 

To  prefer vc  life  in  you  as  well  as  I. 

Stri.  A  hem,  a  hem,  I  will  out- live  you  both  : 

This  day es  vexation  is  enough  for  a  life  time.  * 

Cant.  And  may  it  laft  thee  to  thy  lives  laft  hourc. 

*  Touch .  Now  let  me  talkcwi’yec,  and  come  you  hither  fir. 

T ram,  I  tell  you  true, your  writings  are  fo  paft,that  if  you  goe 
Notoffby  compofition,  you’ll  (hake  your  whole  eftate. 

Cant.  Come  hither  Nephew, 
lie  give  thee  a  thodand  pound ,  and  take  her  off  me., 

Wat.  I  cannot  with  my  reputation  now  s 
But  I  will  doc  my  beft  to  workc  a  friend  to’t. 

Cant.  Prcthee  doc,  tfye  thy  Poeticall  fouldicr. 

UWo*.  That  Clowne  come  hither  too :  1  fcare  lam  trapt; 

Touch.  Us  all  as  I  have  told  you,  and  without  queftion, 

The  man  in  queftion  is  your  fifters  fonne. 

Stri .  Would  it  might  prove  fo,  that  I  had  yet  a  Nephe  w, 

For  now  my  Ntfcce  is  loft. 

Touch ♦  Here’s  one  (hall find  him  out:  or  ftretch  a  neck  fbr’c . 

Sir  Hugh  you  arc  charg’d  for  making  of  a  gentleman. 

^/ow.Now  I  am  in.  Ton. And  more  then  fo>for  making  him  away, 
Men.  What  gentleman?  Tow. Marry  my  brother  Tm.* 

Touch.  Your  patience  yet  a  while :  nowg^ntlemenall, 

Sir  C  tuitions  >  and  the  reft, pray  hcare  a  ftory  : 

I  have  bin  often  urg’d  to  yield  the  caufe 
Of  the  long  quarrell  twixt  this  man  and  me  ; 

Thirty  ycares  growth  it  has, he  never  durft 
Revealc the  rcafon  j  I  being  fallen  would  net, 

Stri.  You  will  not  tell  it  now? 

L  $  Teuc 
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j  Touch,  Indeed  ?  will  *• 

^  He  bad  a  fitter  (peace  to  her  memory) 

^That  in  my  youth  J  lov’d ,  fhee  me  fo  much* 

^That  we  concluded, we  were  man  and  wife ; 

And  dreadlcffc  of  all  marriage  lets, we  did 
Anticipate  the  pleafures  of  the  bed . 
jNay  it  fhall out ;  briefly, (lie  prov’d  with  child : 

|This  covetous  man  then  greedy  of  her  portion, 

(Of  which  for  the  mod  part  he  was  poSieft) 

^Forces  her  with  her  fhame  to  leave  his  houfe* . 

She  makes  her  moane  to  me,  /  then  (  which  lines 
/  have  with  teares  a  thoufand  times  repented ) 

Againtt  my  heart  flood  off,inhopc  to  winne 
Her  Dowry  from  him  >  when  fhe  gentle  foule 
<( W horn  /  mud  now  bewaile )  when  fhe  /  fay. 

Not  knowing  my  referv’d  intent,  from  him  and  me, 

From  friends,  and  all  the  world,  for  ought  we  knew« 

^Suddainly  dipt  away  :  after  five  yeares 

/  tooke  anothc  r  wi  fe,  by  whom  /  had 

The  fonne,that  has  done  that  the  woman  fayes: 

But  where  I  left,  if  this  mans  talc  be  true , 

She  had  a  fonne,whom  /  demaund  of  you. 

Tom.  / fhall  have  a  kind  of  an  uncle  of  yolianon, 

And  you  prove  Tims  vather. 

Tram,  The  young  Gentleman  that  fir  Hugh  had  in  handling is  in 
the  houfc,  and  Matter  BnttleWare  with  him. 

Cur. Only  we  kept  em  back, till  our  moreferious  office  were  ended. 
Touch,  Fray  em  in, lets  fee  him.  Exit  Tram, 

Cjil.  Sir,  will  it  pleafe  you  firft  to  fee  a  match  quickcly  clapt  up  ? 
This  Gentleman  whom  /know every  way  deferving,  were  your 
ISkece  now  in  her  prime  of  Fortune  and  of  Vertue ,  deli res  to  have 
her, and  fhe  him  as  much.  Touch ♦  Hee  fhall  not  have  her. 

Stri .  Ho  vv  can  you  fay  fo?  Wat,  He  knowes  his  fon  /feare. 
Touch .  My  fon  iliall  make  his  fault  good, and  reftore  her  honor  to 
her  if  he  lives,  in  meed  for  your  fare  fitters  wrong  and  my  mifdeede, 
my  fon  (ball  marry  her  5  provided  that  he  take  her  in  his  Confcience 
anftain’d  by  any  other  man.  Stri.  On  that  condition 

(Ic  give  her  all  the  worldly  good  /  have. 

•  Sam.  Ann.  We  take  you  acyonr  word.  Touchy  Myfonne  / 

Sam, 
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Sam,  /take  her  not  with  all  faults, but  without  any  lead  blemifti, 

Ann .  My  fiippofed  Oaine :  Thus  /caft  from  me. 

Tom ,  Znailes  a  Cufhion,  how  warme  her  belly  has  made  it. 

Am,  And  that  all  was  but  a  plot  ’twixt  hinxand  me,  and  thefe  gei 
> tlemen  :  This  paper  may  refolvc  you* 

Sam,  Tis  mine  ownehand  by  which  /  inftrufled  her  by  a  diiTem 
bled  way,  to  wound  her  honour.' 

Ann,  Which,toprefervemy  love,  againe  ide  doc. 

Hoping  that  you  forgive  it  in  me  too-.  ' 

Cant,  Now  am  I  cheated  both  wayes .  ' 

Wat,  The  plot  is  finiftfd  :  now  thanks  for  your  thoufand  pound  fir. 

Touch,  You  are  mine  owne;  welcome  into  mybolomc, 

nAtt,  5  Scene  13. 

Enter  Hoyden,  Trampler,  Brittleware. 

Tom .  Whoope,  who  comes  here,  my  brother  Tim  d  reft  like  Ma¬ 
tter  Maiors  wife  of  T aunt on-T) cane. 

Hoy >  Tis  all  I  could  get  to  fcape  with  out  of  the  cozning  houfe ;  and 
al  1 1  have  to  (lie w  of  foure  hundred  pound  $  but  this  certificate  and 
this  fmall  jewel  which  my  dying  mother  ga’mc ;  and  rjhad  much  ado 
to  hide  it  from  the  Cheaters,to  bring  unto  mine  Vncle ;  which  is  he? 

Stri,  Lets  fee  your  token  Sir.  , 

T ouch.  This  is  a  jewcli  that  I  gave  my  zsfwdrey. 

Hy, 1  hat  was  my  mother.  T om.  A«d  that’s  your  vather  he  aaies. 

Hoy,  And  a  gentleman  ?  what  a  divellifh  deale  of  mony  might  I  ha 
fav’d  !  for  gentle-men  let  me  tell  you ,  I  have  been  cozen’d  black  and 
blew  •,  backe-guld  and  belly-guld ;  and  have  nothing  left  me  but  a  lit¬ 
tle  bare  Complement  to  live  upon,  as  lam  a  cleare  gentleman, 

Stri,  WiUyoubeftowfomeof  it  upon  me. 

Hoy,  Vncle  you  (hall :  Eirft  ile  give  you  a  hit  at  (ingle  Rapier  com- 
plement  :  and  then  a  wipe  or  two  with  the  B  ick-fword  Complement 
and  I  ha  done,  Stri,  Pray  begin, 

•  Hoy,  Noble  Mr.  Striker  the  grave  Magift  rate  fif  my  apprehenfion 
deale faircly  with  me  Jwhofeprayfcs  reach  to  Heaven ,  for  the  faire 
diftribution  of  equall  juftice  :  the poorc  mansSan&uary,  the  righter  • 
of  widdowcs,and  the  Orphans  wrongs. 

Stru  Enough,  enough,  you  have  iayd  very  well. 

Hoy ,  Note  you  yond  juftice  fin  upon  the  Bench  ? 

Touch,  Yes,  I  do  note  him. 

Hoy,  The  Stockes  were  fitter  for  him  :  the  moft  corrupted  fellow 

about 
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about  the  Suburbs  ,hiscorifcience  is  ftewd  in  Bribes  ,  all  his  poore 
neigbour?  curfe  hiiri;tis  thought  hi:  keeps  a  whoor  now  atthtcefcorc. 
Touch*  A  very  Wcfter  ne  Southfiy  er,t  nou  arc  mi ne  ownc . 

H*J.  His  Neecc  is  much  fufpe&cd. 

Touch*  Nay  there  you  went  tdofarre,  this  is  his  Nccce ,  ^arid  my 
daughter  now.  .  ’ 

hoy.  I  know  noNcccchehas  JipeakbutbackfWord  Complement. 
Stri .  Youputjne  wel  in  mind  though, here’s  one,  .that  ere  the  Par- 
ion  and  we  part,  ile  make  an  honeft  woman;  '*  takes  Frit. 

Teach.  And  for  your  part  fir  H ugh  3you  [hall  make  fatisfa&ion,and 
bring  in  your  Confederates.. 

hoy.  Here’s  one  that  came  to  complaine  ofme  for  my  Robes  here, 
but  I  ha  loft  my  fmall  acquaintance.  I  •  "  ,  ;  \  ; 

Mon, lie  anfwer  foe  him  too, &  give  you  al  the  fatisfa<ftion  that  /cart 
Touch .  W.hat  you  cannot  flialibe  remitted, we  have  all  our  faults,, 
Brit,  And  have  /  found  thee  'BeckJLn  (b  good  company?  5 

Reb.  I  rfacke}  be  you  jealous  no  more,  arid  7  will  long  no  more  to 
vexc  thee.  *;  :  h.  ;;  v  .*>  <  * 

Fris.  Live  lovingly  and  honcftly  7  charge  youybr  come  not  at  mees 
•<w  hen  7  am  married . 

Touch.  This  yonker  ile  take  care  for. 

And  make  him  a  new  gentleman  by  new  breeding, 

W ithout  the  Dyet,  bathing,  purge,  or  bleeding. 

Hoy.  Sweet  Sir /thankc  you. 

T cm.  71c  home  againe  then  and  make  Taut  on  ring  on’t.  ] 

Stri,  Our  quarrel!  in  this  peece  of  folly  ends. 

T ouch.  He  parted  us,  and  he  has  made  us  friends. 

Caut.  Nephcw,and  Gentlemen,  7am friends  with  all, 

You  had  your  plot  upon  me,  /  had  mine. 
v  Stri.  Lets  in,  and  end  all  differences  in  wine. 

The  Epilogue,  Y 

AT  firfl  re  made  no  boaft,  and  fill  we f ear  e0 
fVc  have  not  anfwer* d  expectation  here , 

Yet  give  m  leave  to  hope^as  hope  to  li  ve, 

That  you  will  graces  well  as  lujlice  give . 

We  do  not  da*e  your  Judgments  now  :  for  we 
Know  lookers  on  more  then .  the  Gamfters  fee ; 

Andwhat  ere  Poets  write ,  we  Aft,  or  fayy 
Tis  only  in  your  hands  to  Crowne  a  Play* 

FINIS. 


